MAFARKA 


THE FUTURIST 
F.T. Marinetti 


Tikhanov Library 


Copyright 2024 by Tikhanov Library 

All rights reserved. Except for brief passages quoted in a 
newspaper, magazine, radio, or television review, no part of this 
book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic 
or mechanical, including photocopying and recording, or by any 
information storage and retrieval system, without written 
permission from the publisher. 


TABLE OF CONTENTS 
Introduction 


The trial and acquittal of Mafarka the futurist 


Mafarka the futurist: an African novel 
Chapter I — Rape of the Negresses 
Chapter II — The Stratagem of Mafarka-el-Bar 
Chapter Ill — The dogs of the sun 
Chapter IV — The Price of Victory 
Chapter V — The Belly of the Whale. 
Chapter VI — Ouarabelli-Charchar and Magamal 
Chapter VII+ The Nocturnal Voyage 
Chapter VIII = Hypogea 
Chapter IX.— The futurist discourse 
Chapter X — The forgerons of Milmillah 
Chapter XI — Les Voiliers crucifiés 


Chapter XII — La naissance de Gazourmah 


The Trial and Acquittal 
of “Mafarka the Futurist” 


with a speech by 
FT. MARINETTI 


the expert opinion of 
LUIGI CAPUANA 


and the harangues of 

Hon. SALVATORE BARZILAI, 
INNOCENZO CAPPA 

Avv. CESARE SARFATTI 


ALSO FROM TIKHANOV LIBRARY 


The Italian Front | Harukichi Shimoi 
Blood and Oil in the Orient | Lev Nassibaum 


Asian Odyssey | Dmitri Alioshin 


Travels in Algeria | Alexis de Tocqueville 


pro plumbum cutem 
www.tikhanovlibrary.com 


The trial and acquittal of 
“Mafarka the Futurist” 


On October 8, 1910, the grand courtroom in the 
3rd Section of the Milan Court was packed with a huge 
crowd, which had flocked there for the contempt trial 
brought against the poet Marinetti for his novel Mafarka the 
Futurist. 

Numerous Futurists wete present, coming from 
every part of Italy, a host of gangly and resolute young men, 
facing the battle as always, with, their legendary swagger. We 
noticed the painters Boccioni, Russolo, Carrà, and the poets 
Paolo Buzzi, Cavacchioli; Palazzeschi, Armando Mazza, etc. 
Also prominent in the audience»were many elegant ladies 
from Milanese high society and all, the representatives, of 
Italian. critics. 

Matinetti's defenders were” Hon. Barzilai, Lawyer 
Sarfatti, Innocenzo:Cappa and lawyer Brusorio. 

At the beginning: of the hearing, the ‘prosecutor 
immediately requested that the trial be held 7 camera,as the 
incriminated passages had to be tead. Lawyer Brusorio then 
arose, who with a brilliant and subtle legal disquisition 
demonstrated lucidly how such a measure should be 
considered absurd. He pressed ‘lawyer Sarfatti, victoriously 
arguing this thesis, and the Tribumal ruled shortly thereafter 
that the hearing be held in the presence.of the public. 

Then began the questioning of F. T. Marinetti, who, 
with a blazing, lively and sincere eloquence, defended 
himself and his work, taking to speak the following... 


The Interrogation of F. T. Marinetti 


I had the good fortune to inherit from my father a 
fair amount of substance, but I never made use of it in a 


base and trivial way. On the contrary, I availed myself of my 
independent position to implement a vast and audacious 
project of mine for intellectual and artistic renewal in Italy: 
that of protecting, encouraging and materially aiding the 
young innovators and rebellious geniuses who are daily 
being stifled by the indifference, avarice or short- 
sightedness of publishers. 

These, of course, all sacrificing to the illustrious 
dead, the opportunists, or the gloriously moribund, profess 
a profound contempt for youth, especially when it performs 
its activity in a reckless,and innovative manner. 

In orderito purify this atmosphere of old age, where 
the maniacal worship of the old and the. most pedantic 
academicism, an unclean business opportunism and a great 
moral and physical cowardice prevail, I created the vast and 
courageous=Futurist movement, which, I began in Patis in 
the columns of the Figaro and. continued in my international 
journal Poesia, which I have been, directing for five years 
with enormous sacrifice of money andthe dogged labor of 
my days and nights. 

Thus I came to gather around my futurist magazine 
a host of poets and painters who were very young, but 
endowed. with a formidable inspiration and an absolute 
contempt for easy mercantile successes and banal official 
consecrations. You already know their names. They are the 
Futurist poets G. P. Lucini, Paolo Buzzi, Cavacchiol, 
Palazzeschi, Govoni, De Maria, Armando Mazza, Folgore, 
Libero Altomare, Mario Betuda, and the Futurist painters 
Boccioni, Russolo, Carra, Balla, Sevetini and many others. 
And also the great young musician Balilla Pratella, author of 
Sina d' Vargotin. 

Our movement is fatal. We are awaited by a dying 
Italy... But unfortunately my words are broken by excessive 
emotion... And I repeat myself often!... So much the 
better!... I shall not tire of it... Business opportunism, 
contempt for youth, moral and physical cowardice: this is 
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what we fight. Here is what the pornographer you 
condemn fights in Italy! 
(Applause) 

I would also like to declare that I am not a literary 
dilettante who considers his verses to be feathers in his cap, 
nor a decadent weirdo who has chosen on a snobbish whim 
a foreign language such as French to seduce beautiful ladies 
and distract his elegant idle. 

I will give you in this regard, some explanations: 

I was born in Alexandria of a Piedmontese father 
and a Milanese mothers The lackyin.that city, of an Italian 
classical education meant that I had tomenter a French 
boarding school, where I was prepared for the.diploma of 
bachelier és lettres, which 1 later won at the Sorbonne. in Paris. 
With this diploma I then entered the University, of, Pavia 
and the University of Genoa, where I took a degree in law. 

Having thus become; by ascontest of unintentional 
circumstances, a. French writer; although being of Italian 
soul and nationality, I divide my literary activity between 
Paris fand Milan, where I have my:French and, Italian 
publishers. 

In Paris, in the Editions of Plume, my first epic 
poem appeared: La Conquête des Etoiles, an enotmous oceanic 
vision in which a fantastic struggle takes place between the 
stormy waves and the unreachable stars. 

This poem, of transcendental idealistic symbolism, 
has absolutely no erotic or sentimental details. Indeed, 
woman, I will say, is absolutely excluded from it, as she is 
also excluded from my satirical tragedy Le Roi Bombance, 
which appeared in Paris in the editions of the “Mercure de 
France,” performed with great fanfare at the Théatre de 
l'Oeuvre and recently published in Italian by the Fratelli 
Treves publishers, under the title of Re Ba/doria. 

I will add in this connection that the Parisian 
audience had a cry of astonishment, at the raising of the 
curtain, at witnessing the immediate exodus of all the 


11 


women of the fantasy country I had conceived, who, 
indignant against the low and vulgar sensuality of the men, 
abandoned them to their fates with a lively ultra-idealistic 
protest. 

After several other volumes of verse and prose, I 
published a year ago, in Paris, the novel Mafarka le futuriste, a 
work I love more than all my others and in which I 
succeeded in expressing my great futurist dream. 

There I described the impressive ascension of an 
African hero, made of temerity and cunning, who, having 
manifested the most impetuous will:to live and dominate in 
battles and manifold adventures, routing the armies of the 
Negroes and conquering the scepter of his liberated city, 
not yet ,satiated with having fashioned the world to his 
liking, .tises at once from warlike heroism to philosophical 
and artistic-heroism. He wants to.create and he creates, in a 
superhuman struggle against. matter and- mechanical laws, 
his ideal sọn, a Masterpiece of vitality, a winged hero to 
whom he-transfuses life in a supreme kiss, without the 
concutrence “of woman, who witnesses thes tragic 
superhuman birth. 

I wanted, with this novel, to give man unlimited 
hope in his spiritual and physical perfection; releasing him 
from the maw of lust and assuting-him of his imminent 
liberation from sleep, weariness and death. 

Twanted to describe the glorious elevation of life, 
which was vegetable, animal aad human and will soon 
manifest itself into a prodigious winged andtimmortal being. 
I wanted to trespass on the becoming of man in an infinite 
multiplication of strength and splendor. 

This great poem, by turns epic, lyrical and dramatic, 
begins with a first chapter constructed with the balance and 
precision of detail that the novel demands. 

It is this first chapter that is the incriminating 
chapter. 

In writing it, I naturally obeyed the principles of 
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high literature, which are summed up in expressing one's 
dream as effectively as possible, considering images not as 
frills or decorative gems, but as essential elements of 
expression, unconscious instructs to fix the elusive truth 
and to specify the indefinite and indefinable. 

I therefore wrote The Rape of Negresses so that from a 
great torrid furnace of lust and brutality the great heroic will 
of Mafarka might leap forth. 

The crude description and obscene details, the 
words that may arouse disgust are of absolute necessity in 
my poem. 

I have been able, in this way, to produce according 
to a law.of contrast and I would almost say "of 
trampolines," the leap of the human spirit, which, freed 
from the tyranny of love and the obsession of woman, at 
last breaks-away from the earth and opens the great wings 
that sleep,in the flesh of man: 

(Thunderous applause) 

Tt-will be said to me, with™an overabundance of 
critical myopia, that Lrcould have overlooked this or that 
detail, using  palliatives, , veils, metaphors,».and: minute 
subtexts... 

You will allow me to declare to.you that’ a writer 
can have no other method than absolute sincerity, for the 
anguish of creation has nothing to do with the coquetry and 
false modesty of a cold courtesan. 

I will also point out that as far as thereds monstrous 
in the legend narrated by Mafarka underathe tent, in the 
second chapter, one must first consider that Africa can be 
summed up in three words: heat, filth and lust. I am not 
talking about Pierre Loti's Africa, stylized and perfumed 
specifically for the great academic salons of Paris. 

You know, moreover, that the manly member, 
monstrously developed and ceaselessly industrious, 
constitutes the central and haunting motif of African 
literature and life. 
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(Vivid hilarity) 

I shall cite as an example one of the comedies 
performed in Arab and Turkish theaters: the comedy of the 
Wise Man and the Almea, in which an old man, bent over 
papyri, is moved by the appearance of a veiled woman who 
gradually denudes herself, while he gradually inhales a 
monstrous cardboard virile member, which arouses the 
liveliest mirth and the greatest complacency in the 
spectators. A similar spectacle appears on the scene in the 
famous Turkish comedy, The Triumph of Friendship, or 
Caragnez. 

I shally conclude by pointing, out that a 
pornographer would have chosenla quite different subject, I 
mean a European, indeed a city: subject, and would have 
written, for example, a novel about the Milanese slums, 
instead of an African poem, kindled by ajjaunty imagination, 
conceivedand written for afew connoisseurs and absolutely 
precluded | ‘to „the “majority ,of “intelligences, who 
unfortunately have no. familiarity with»poetry. 


A great ovation barely suppressed by the chaitman 
closed” the .poet Marinetti's speech. Then. the 
distinguished novelist Luigi Capuana,.professor at the 
University of Catania, who had come specially from 
Sicily as an expert witness in defense of the founder of 
Futurism, had the floor. He read in a silence of 
religious attention a long, deep and exhaustive expert 
opinion of his own, which will remain a valuable 
document in our literature. 


The Appraisal of Luigi Capuana 
In matters around the moral defense against the 
work of art, one knows whence one begins and never 


knows where one will end up. 
One begins with the publications of those 
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little conscientious publishers, speculating on the unhealthy 
curiosity of the lowest sphere of the reading public; and it is 
well to prevent that unhealthy curiosity from being fed and 
increased by books and booklets which have never had 
anything to do with art. It may then come to the scruples of 
I do not remember which French writer, of whom, years 
ago, I read in the Catholic magazine Po/yblion, that he had 
seen fit to publish a translation... expurgated... of Promessi 
Sposi! 
(Applause) 

He had wanted to show himself more manzonian 
than Manzoni himself. The glacial figure of Lucia and the 
admirable analysis of the heart of the nun of Monza (already 
so attenuated, as is well known, by the great Milanese 
novelist because of his strange conviction, that inthe world 
oo much leve is made and too much is said about it, that it 
is not convenient to reason-about. it (even in books) had 
prompted that translator to castrate a novel that is the 
height of purity, so much so that it never occurred to any of 
our strictest King’s Prosecutors to proceed to seizures. and 
o indict its thousand editors. 

Thosepoor devils who, try to make money by 
printing and peddling their filthy. wares,sperhaps | believe 
hemselves authorized to do so by the example ‘of the 
Government, which allows and covers with its legal 
protection, certain institutions where they certainly do not 
give moral lessons, and, what.is worse, undermine public 
hygiene. But the Government has paternally thought of 
establishing a legion of janitors charged with ensuring, as far 
as they can, the health of the frequenters of tea houses, as 
hey call them in Japan, and that public hygiene feels fully at 
ease. The pornographic book dealers have done nothing of 
he sort, and it is only right therefore that, from time to 
ime, a zealous King's Prosecuter or a generous President of 
Ministers should intervene to raise their voices against the 
rampant scandal and remedy it. 
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I confess, to my blushes, that I have not read the 
famous circular of H. E. Luzzatti; but I see from its effects, 
that it respects the classical art, and that the executing 
magistrates show almost all of them to have an equal 
laudable respect for it. 

I have not heard, for example, that the stupendous 
recent translation of the comedies of Aristophanes, gifted to 
Italy by my dearest friend Ettore Romagnoli, has been 
struck, so far, by any penal lightning: although a single scene 
from the Lysistrata (if ever a modern writer had imprudently 
induced himself to write it) has enough to call down upon 
him the indignation of all our King’s Prosecuters. H. E. 
Luzzatti and the magistrates charged with enforcing the 
prescriptions of the Code have immense admiration, and, 
no doubt, that of the innumerable host of scholars, for this 
tribute of -classical veneration. It is understood that they 
esteem itythoroughly, as we. saystoday,. sterilized by the 
passing of time.and tendered inoffensive even when, in 
concept and.word, it shows itself far more libertine than any 
modefn production. 

Probably H. E Luzzatti and the King's Procurators 
also “reflected. -that in ‘the opposite case, it would’ be 
necessary. to proscribe, at the very least,.three quarters of 
world literature: not a very easy undertaking, as well as an 
extremely ridiculous one. 

Aristophanes, Lucian, Catullus, Juvenal, Petronius, 
the Boccaccio, the Bandello, Rabelais-let me mention a few 
names that come first to my memory-ate therefore, 
fortunately, very free to go into people's hands and delight 
them without fear of being accused of tickling their vicious 
inclinations and inducing them to sin. 

Why won't the same treatment be used for modern 
art? Note well that I say “art.” No matter how much I 
thought about it, I could not explain this monstrous 
difference. 

So today I cannot conceal my astonishment at being 
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called upon to express my opinion around the morality of a 
work of high poetry, not intended, precisely because of its 
high conception, its impetuous and exuberant richness of 
images and vocabulary, for that majority of readers who 
demand from the book, more than anything else, a 
diversion from the manifold tediousnesses of life or their 
enviable facetiousness. 

I would have loved better to know that the 
incriminating King’s Prosecuter had remembered St. Jerome 
—the reminder cannot offend him—that while he was busy 
translating the Bible,»he keptyunder his bedside the 
comedies of Aristophanes, nothing scandalized by the fat 
boldness of that great Athenian: and I do not mean to 
flatter Marinetti, by lowly recalling Aristophanes in 
connection with his Mafarka le futuriste. 1 simply want to 
point out that Italy has, at this time, a King's Procurator 
more ungOmpromising than. thesHoly Translator of the 
Bible. 

It--might. be answered that; perhaps, when St. 
Jerome was delighting in the nocturnal, reading, of. the 
comedies of Aristophanes, he was busy. translating those 
chapters of the Book of Kings where it is told——with details 
o give points to the hated true futurists—the-brutal story of 
hat prince (son of David, if I am*not mistaken), who, 
having fallen hopelessly in love with his own sister Tamar 
pretends to be ill in order to have her as his nurse and by 
his ruse sueceeds in doing her violence, andwin satisfying 
he incestuous urge; or, perhaps,-the saint was intent on 
ranslating the idyllic book of Ruth, where the latter gives 
herself, with little praiseworthy deception, to her old relative 
Booz and forces him to marry her. It might be answered 
hat on that occasion St. Jerome was charmed by the vivid 
biblical pages, and therefore helpless against the seductions 
of the pagan Greek poet. 

Of course, there is to be objected that the patient 
ranslator probably thought that if the Holy Spirit, 
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inspiration, according to the Church, of those sacred books, 
did not think it improper to diffuse himself in those daring 
particulars, all the more could this be permitted to a pagan 
poet who wished only to do a work of poetry, and not to 
collaborate in a collection destined to be the sacred text of 
the Jewish religion and of future Christianity. 

Now in Marinetti's futurist novel, neither incest nor 
the interested seduction of a poor old man is described in 
such dazzling colors. 

Marinetti is simply an artist, and he does not believe 
himself to be under. theMdictatingsinfluence of the Holy 
Spirit. His Holy Spirit is thought, the feeling of human 
elevation toward a most noble, and perhaps unattainable 
ideal: and this thought, this feeling, this artist cannot reason 
it out, discuss it by way of syllogisms, of philosophical and 
scientific deductions, but only express it by representation, 
by | imaginative creation; swhich, has. fixed laws of 
proportions, of harmonies of coloring, from which no artist 
who wants to be such can escape. 

And the day the bleak vision of that barbaric world 
presented itself to his mind, that he could:artistically render 
the contrast between the brutality of instincts and the 
spirituality of aspiration toward a .motre»shuman, indeed 
divine, region, he did not hesitate to yield to the impositions 
of the subject, nor did he attempt to evade any of the 
demands that could make the.concept of his poem more 
evident. vizi,Contempt for the morally animal part of the 
instincts, and enthusiasm for the-liberation of the nobler 
part of man that carnal passions diminish, when they do not 
come to nullify. 

Mafarka is nothing else. It is precisely the poem, 
not the novel, of the conquest of the full possession of the 
spiritual freedom of the individual; poem, which is as much 
as to say (we must not forget this) fantastic representation 
that must strike the imagination, make evident, solid, real 
the world intended to adumbrate the concept. The artist is 
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more logical than nature: he does not digress, he does not 
allow himself to be carried away, as it is, by the accidents 
that often get in the way of his work. In the world of Art, 
blind and importunate chance does not exist: I repeat very 
old things, but not out of place. Finally, the artist is at the 
same time equally prejudiced as Nature: he must have no 
hesitations, no repentances, and be as omnipotent as her. 

In Mafarka the force of creation is truly 
extraordinary. That world-man and landscape-gigantically 
barbaric is affirmed there as reality, is explained without 
reticence, without those silly modesty that become, if one 
ooks closely, hypocritical and cowardly shamelessness. 

(Thunderous applause) 

That is why it seems to me, that it stands well in its 
place the pivotal episode of the. Rape ofi the Negresses that 
excited above all the magisterial.conscience of the King's 
Prosecutor) preventing him. from, seeing that the artist 
needed the basis*ef that filthy substratum to show his 
violent indignation against the baseness of instincts, He 
scandalized the necessary brutality of the representation, the 
crudity.of the precise Vocabulary; he attributed à deplorable 
complacency of vice to the prodigious evidence of that 
nefarious. orgy, and paid no more’attention-to the test: he 
did not think that the spirit of the author speaks, right there, 
by the mouth of Mafarka-el-Bat, when he makes. him burst 
into the midst of all that human rottenness,,with the 
scimitar—I quote the very words of the Poet—dazzling and 
curved, over his head like a halo. 

‘Scabby dogs! pustulous rosses! hearts of hares! ears of 
rabbits! race of scorpions! vile hen droppings!... You only have a fetid 
cancer instead of a brain under your stubborn forehead...” etc. 

And I interrupt the quotation, so as not to abuse 
the patience of the Tribunal. The intimate concept of 
Marinetti's poem is condensed entirely there. It can be seen 
that the senses of the King's Prosecutor must have been 
most excited by the artistic power of the representation of 
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that orgy, if they prevented him from understanding the 
profound reason, indeed the artistic necessity of it, and 
make him suppose a most vile bookish speculation in those 
pages which form an integral part of the organism of the 
poem, and cannot be split off, without destroying the life of 
the most vigorous work of art, of which Marinetti is 
certainly proud, as an oeuvre, of the highest morality. 

This, with full, free and serene consciousness, is my 
opinion around the poem Mafarka the Futurist. 


A long, resounding applause breaks out in the hall. All 
the lawyers and all the journalists present rush to shake 
hands with the distinguished novelist and congratulate 
him. 


The first day of the trial closed with the prosecutor's 
indictment, which ill succeeded lin- sustaining the 
absurd charge „made against Marinetti. We do not 
reproduce it here, as the demure*P..M. demanded and 
obtained for himself the measure of closed doots: 
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Mafarka the futurist 


An African novel 


The fever-pitched dream of an Arab warlord, who 
vanquishes his uncle Boubassa to become lord of Tell-el- 
Kibir, and in the process loses his insanity and everything 
he holds dear. The true story of a man’s» man, with 
rippling muscles.and sun-kissed_skin, who sets out to 
explore new ways to reproduce without women. In this 
shocking novella FT. Marinetti lays out his new 
philosophy for the world. A philosophy of action, speed, 
violence, misogyny, young african boys with rosy lips and 
taut muscles, scorn for women, imperishable virility, 
machines, bright colours, scorn for women, and contempt 
for their vulvas. 
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INTRODUCTION 
ET. Marinetti 


GREAT INCENDIARY POETS! 
O MY FUTURIST BROTHERS! 


GIAN PIETRO LUCINI, 

PAOLO BUZZI, FEDERICO DE MARIA, 
ENRIGO CAVACCHIOLI, 
CORRADO,GOVONI, LIBERO ALTOMARE, 
ALDO PALAZZESGHI! 


Here is the great novel boute-feu that I 
promised you. 

Like our own soul, itis polyphonic. It is at 
the same time a lyrical song, an epic, an adventure novel and 
a drama. 

J am the only one who'dated to wfite this 
masterpiece, and it is with my hands that it will ome day die, 
when the growing splendor | of the world will have equalled 
its own and will have made it useless. 

Whatever the inhabitants of Podagra and 
Paralysis say, it flaps in the wind of glory like a banner of 
immortality, on the highest peak of human thought. And 
my creative pride isisatisfied. 

Don't defend it: rather, watch it expload, 
like a well-loaded grenade, on the cracked heads of our 
contemporaries, and then dance, dance the warlike round, 
wading in the puddles of their stupidity, without listening to 
the monotonous lapping! 


When I told them, "Despise women!" they 


all hurled filthy insults at me, like whorehouse-wardens after 
a police raid! And yet it is not the animal value of the 
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woman that I discuss, but her sentimental importance. I 
want to fight the gluttony of the heart, the abandonment of 
half-opened lips which drink the nostalgia of the twilight, 


... I want to overcome the tyranny 
of love, the obsession of the unique woman, the great 
romantic moonlight which bathes the facade of the 
Whorehouse. 


I shouted to them: "Let us glorify the war!" 
and, then, terror, cold.feet, their'spleens abandoned them, 
burrowing deepsdown, between their narrow stomachs and 
their fragile:false ribs. 

What painter knows how to spread on 
canvas the resplendent gteen-yellow which raises in their 
jowls, whilesthey drool litanies” on the wisdom of ‘nations 
and universal disarmament? 

Erom time to time, they fall on each other's 
necks, to catch their breath, before rushing together against 
us, the Enemy that must be crushed at.all’costl... 

A grotesque and lowly illogical breed; these 
worshipers of Peacel... They willnever understand that war 
is the only hygiene of the world. Am I notyat the very least, 
a barbarian, in the eyes of these false devotees of progress 
who, in order to not resemble the ancient Romans, were 
satisfied to abolish their daily bath? 

Enough, let us not.linger to consider the 
fatal silting of their brains as the tide goes out. Let us rather 
amuse ourselves to see that theirscowardly inertia is still 
taken by unexpected frenzies against us. Some rush at our 
passage, and their affected stiffness is dishevelled to seem 
fierce. Others exaggerate their provincial style to solemnly 
disapprove us. But their pompous silliness hardly amuses 
the general onlooker. It is necessary to say that the less 
stupid ones remain slumped and taciturn, their nose in the 
glass of their ignorance... 
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O my futurist brothers! look yourselves in 

the face!... You don't look anything like them, that I know! 

.. Do you resign yourselves therefore to remain, like them, 

the miserable sons of the vulva? Do you want to strangle 

the roaring Future and the uncalculable Becoming of the 
new man? 

In the name of the human Pride that we 
adore, I announce to you that the hour is near when men 
with large temples and jaws of steel will give birth 
prodigiously, with a sin their exorbitant will, to 


giants of inf. o you that the 
spirit of the ve who fertilize it 
for the fi 
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CHAPTER I 
The Rape of the Negresses 


“Son of a bitch! Vile scorpion! Horned viper!.. Let 
go this Negress!.. I forbid you touch a single hair on her... 
But where is my first mate? Abdalla! Abdalla! Abdalla!...” 

There was the moan of a wounded woman and, in 
turn, the sound of a violent struggle in a grove of fig trees, 
twenty cubits below the battlements of the fortress, from 
the top of which from which Mafarka-el-Bar, king of Tell- 
el-Kibir was watching the counting of hissnegro prisoners 
while shouting orders to his officers: 

“Abdalla,” he added, “over there, at the edge of the 
embankment... Quick, grab this soldier by the throat and 
throw him-into the ditch!” 

Av@reat, heart-rending cty;and\a few moments later 
the dull and distant.shock of a mass falling from very high 
on the stones... 

“Master, you ate obeyed!” 

The groan trailed even, more faintly in the fig tree 
grove and faded away with the clinking of chains and the 
lapping of bare feet in the dust. 

“How many prisonets do we. have?” 

“Six thousand negroes and four . thousand 
negresses: But that's not all... for here is a second column 
that advances,” 

“What is.our booty?” 

“Three machine guns, two hundred rifles, fifty 
barrels of rum and five hundred thousand cans of 
preserves... We have captured three hundred bulls, two 
thousand oxen, three thousand camels and one thousand 
dromedaries... There are more than forty thousand chicken 
cages.” 

All the while the vaults of the barracks under the 
ramparts were swollen with the chirping of poultry, the 
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crying of women and children, and the swearing and loud 
spitting of angry officers, who counted, interminably, males 
and females, three by three, chasing them with with great 
blows of the whip. 

The neighing of the horses, the bellowing 
of the cows, the rattling of chains, the cry of the of the 
negroes under the sting of the lash, scandalized the 
monotonous flow of this great invisible herd, whose march 
could be followed by the dust that rose slowly from the 
depths of the streets. 

The atmosphereywas swollen, incandescent and 
ochreous, through which the black voicesof the sentries 
seemed to cut deep gashes. 

Sometimes the cottony breeze of the desert rose 
feebly, as if under the effort of an exhausted arm, and in 
gusts a stench passed over the city; am acid and honeyed 
stench that’sweetened and seratched the nostrils. 

Mafarka-el-Bar dilated his;nose, still clogged by the 
red sands..of “battle, forcing himself to breathes, that 
phosphorous air which evoked the countless, black corpses 
strewn across the plains and cooked in the sun, all around 
the city. 

It came from all points ofthe horizon, ‘the foul 
odour of a mass grave; but its sour and musky virulence was 
frighteningly powerful towards the west, over there, on the 
tragic bridge of Balambala, where the famous wat giraffes, 
strange monsters of wood and iron,.whose colourful necks 
were disproportionately elongated; were advancing with a 
hectic and lurching bearing. 

For a long time the supreme leader listened to their 
jerky tossing and turning, which resounded in the bowels of 
the city like a lava surf in the depths of volcanic caves; then 
he bent down again to question his first mate: 

“Where is Mouktar?” 

“He is there, too, on the bridge of Balambala... 
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Don't you see his crimson galabieh?' He is having his tailors 
refurbish the punctured bellies of the three big war 
giraffes.” 

“What do they use for that?” 

“The bark of date palms..., much more solid than 
the leather provided by that damned Sabattan! His 
fraudulent merchant's knavery has delayed victory this 
morning.” 

“What did you do with that traitor?” 

“T had him chained up during the fight.” 

“It was really notnecessaty, that rancorous coward 
doesn't scare me... You can set him free when all the city 
gates are closed... Let that of Balambala remain open to the 
fellahs! Watch over this passage in person, as well as over 
the Gogorrou prison. By the way, how-is the appetite of our 
dear prisonet?...” 

“This morning your;uncle:Boubassa ate two plates 
of halawa and a rollof karamendin.” 

“Good for him! Abdallasgo tell my brother 
Magainal that he should send his scouts immediately to all 
points on the horizon and to come back insan hour with 
precise information!” 

As the sundial on Gogorrou tower-threw its long 
shadow to indicate midday, Mafarka-el-Bar went up_on the 
terrace of the citadel, whose chalky and torrid mass seemed 


1 A galabich isa logse-fitting hooded gown wota by men in 
North Africa. 


2 A fellah is a peasant, usually a farmer or agricultural laborer in 
the Middle East and North Africa. 


3 Halama is a Persian desert consisting of an almond paste 
topped with a strawberry, then sprinkled with fresh black 
pepper. Karamendin is a special North African dish consisting 
of a large bowl of cold milk, a few teaspoons of honey, many 
black grapes, and several red radishes illuminated by a green 
light 
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o sail through the sky like a cloud on the undulating tops of 
he date palms, in the suave cooing of happy doves. With an 
agile gesture he freed from his tunic of bark his coppery 
shoulders and, naked from the belt, he raised his arms 
attooed with birds, while singing in his great blue voice: 

“Allahu Akbar! Allahu Akbar!...” 

He had the ease and the build of a young olympean 
hero, armed to bite, strangle, and strike down. His body, too 
compact, too alive and almost frantic under a tawny down 
and serpentine marbling, seemed to be painted with the 
colors of the chance,and the victory, like the hull of a 
beautiful ship. And the light adored him madly, because it 
did not tireyof caressing the knotted and impatient roots of 
his pectorals, his biceps of oak and the excited musculature 
of his legs, that the sweat.underlined with explosive gleams. 

His frank face with the square jaws had the 
complexion of the beautifultterra cotta; the mouth large and 
sensual; the nosewfine and cut»a little short, the glance 
piercing. His eyes of golden licorice*flamed violently in the 
sun, set too closely like those of beasts of prey; but they 
liquefied: naturally under! the fringe. of. the * lashes, 
exaggerating the matt pallor of a soft forehead that short, 
thick hait.crowned with an unshakable will. 

“Allahu Akbar! Allahi Akbar!...” He sang’ again 
with his voice of transparent and glaucous sonorities that 
seemed to reach out across the sea. 

Andit was indeed from Continent to continent that 
his that his voice flew, surpassing the swell of domes and 
cupolas, the squares billowing in majestic waves of greenery, 
enclosed in that chalky dike of the ramparts marked by 
ochre-colored towers, from distance to distance, echoing to 
the limits of the desert that blue echo: 

“Ash-hadu alla ilaha illa-lah!” 

It was the call to prayer given by the supreme chief 
to the great Arab army, exhausted by the battle of the 
morning, which snored in the narrow lanes of the enormous 
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city, like a threatening underground torrent. 

One could hardly see him, but the steam of his 
sweat and tragic breath rose globulously — as through the 
windows of an oven — to the sky, where the battle 
continued still. 

Up high, a shower of green arrows, the bristling of 
black spears, crumbling incandescent blocks against the 
molten chest of the Sun, which, standing naked on the 
Zenith, was still relaxing victoriously, twirling above his 
head a terrible white scimitar, a fantastic wheel. His face was 
he furibond axel, rollingyat full’speed, among the warlike 
dance of the alcoholic rays, the btawl of the cymbals and 
he clattering of the enthusiastic flags that Madness had 
planted right on the distant peaks and on the soft rolls of 
he hillsides... and over there, furthet on, on the. stubborn 
islands breaking waves of sapphire, everywhere, everywhere, 
further, further still, do you.see theme... in the limitless 
span.of the horizon, which brings to carth the immense, 
adventurous, absurd breath of the Eternal! 

“Lailaha illa-Hah!...” answered the.greyish swarming 
of the.soldicts on the ramparts, whose. high» walls ‘of a 
hundred cubits: blinded like so many giant mirrors; under 
their crencllations pointed in the shape of boufnous.f 

And yet the sandy plains of Zenith shuddered 
under the gallop of the Sun, which rode bareback its 
indomitable black cavale, convulsed of speed: here is her 
dazzling foam, and here is her bouncing maneli. Turn over 
and you will see,her hooves of solid gold that paw at the 
ember... But beware her droppings of suffocating heat that 
fall heavily from above, befouling men and beastl... 

‘La ilaha illa-lah!...” answered the crowd of the 
blue galabiehs swarming in the depths of the market and on 
the terraces overloaded with shiny metals, lively carpets and 


4 A burnous is a long cloak of coarse woollen fabric with a 
pointed hood, traditionally worn by Arab and Berber men in 
North Africa. 
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cages of chattering birds. 

The city of Tell-el-Kibir had taken, for two days, an 
unusual aspect: one could hardly circulate in its streets 
clogged with people, where sometimes passed chariots 
crowded with men, all clinging to each other, and rattling 
about like huge, unsecured packages. But the jostling of the 
crowd entangled the horses at every moment; and these 
pitiful vehicles, immobile under their furious drivers 
resembled islands adrift and floating through the flow of a 
devastating torrent. Brawls were continually forming among 
them, of arms and raised"sticks; which amused the women 
and the children who overflowed onto the,open balconies 
of the mosques. 

They, had been invaded also, like all the other 
buildings, by the inhabitants of the desert who fled before 
the flooding-armies of Brafane-el-Kibir. 

Through the doors»of' the city, whole tribes had 
rushed in, pushingsbeforethemutheir possessions piled up 
on carts harnessed to buffaloes, interminably, like so,many 
streams flowing to a single cistern. 

But today, triumphant whispers ran from tertace to 
terrace, causing all hearts to clatter with joy, like an 
impetuous wind that slams. the .doors..and shakes the 
windows. 

Tt was said that Mafarka-el-Bar had just dethroned 
his uncle Boubassa by a daring coup de main, taking at once 
the defense of the city and the supreme command of the 
army. 

That evening, the lances of the sentinels on the 
ramparts had unexpectedly shone with a victorious hope 
that was not to be disappointed. 

Indeed, Mafarka's chest, stronger than a dike, had 
pushed back the ocean of bitumen that hemmed in the 
tawny hills on the horizon, under the silky glide of great 
clouds, zebra-striped and webbed with turquoise. 

Didn't they come to meet him to pay him the 
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supreme homage, these radiant aerial cetaceans with 
resplendent fins, who’s elastic casualness delighted the eyes, 
and which sailed voluptuously in full sky, towards the city of 
Tell-el-Kibir? 

And the wind was pulling them gently; torrid and 
naked, a melodious body dripping with sea salt like a diver, 
a wind that leapt over the city and threw violet aromas at 
Mafarka's feet, bitter stench and the red cries of sailors. 

For the whole fleet greeted him as its admiral, with 
all their clear flags gliding up the ropes like the flames of a 
dying fire. 

And Mafarka leaned out to contemplate, three 
hundred cubits below his feet, the shivering, golden silk on 
the sea, which the threads of light raining down from the 
skein of clouds wove immensely through the tangled masts, 
in a gigantie-to-and-fro of a loom. 

Mafarka went slowlmaround the terrace, sometimes 
leaning against the parapet, where the clatter of the sails, the 
hoarse cty.of the pulleys, the rustycooing of the pigs and 
the mauve bellowing of the oxen echo’dto the underwater 
depths of the farms. 

Suddenly, Mafarka turned around like a startled bird 
of the night. It was Kaïm-Friza, the great’ chief of the 
farmers, who stood hunched over behind him. 

Leaning against the balustrade, Mafarka breathed a 
sigh of disgust at the sight of this miserable little dwarf, 
panting in his red and muddy galabich, and pulling a little 
shriveled turtle head out of his shoulders. 

The king had never beenmable to overcome the 
feeling of repulsion that this puny and devious being 
inspired in him, in spite of the enormous services procured 
by his science and his authority over the fellahs. 

“Keep away, my friend, because you smell like shit! 
And, true, I have the singularly delicate nostrils this 
morning, after all the perfumes of corpses with which God 
has graced me. Hah hah! My jokes annoy you, I know it... 
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Well, what have you come to tell me?... I know... I know! 
You come to beg me to stop the war so not to starve the 
people... The misery of the countryside! I know all that! 
And I don't give a damn!” 

Then, taking him by the arm: 

“Come then! Yes! Yes! have you ever seen a more 
fertile country? Look at this beautiful farmland vibrating 
under the calculating and precise eyes of the Sun... Oh! the 
Sun is indeed our first ploughman, the greatest and most 
important African ploughman! He unleashed his warhorse 
and you will see, yes!-Yes! how he knows how to do the 
work, single handed, of a whole nation of fellahs!” 

Indeed, under his enormous turban of solid gold 
the greedy Stat was naked from head to toe and bathed with 
sweat; his immense sizeswas dripping with a sulphurous 
vapours, and his vast chest.of white heat panted on the 
earth, while he worked unceasingly, omnipresent. 

“His Majesty has the rightto joke!” 

“Of-course, Kaim... of coursel I want to joke and I 
have jthe right to do sok Do you think that this, heap of 
deaths .can darken my dfunkenness?..: Your “speeches 
bother: me... Ah! ah! you start to tremble!... You arevafraid! 
... Comeon! Come on! I don't hate, youleIt is ‘that I am 
very happy with the loot!... Magnificent, you know... A 
magnificent looting! Two hundred rifles, six. thousand 
negroes, four thousand negresses, three hundred bulls}... 
What! Doesn't that tell you anything?... Actually, you don’t 
understand anything!” 

“Besides, what ate you complaining about? The 
battle of this morning has just accumulated innumerable 
fertilizer! All these heaps of black corpses, shiny, smoking 
and almost liquefied on the green of the meadows, won't 
they soon form into puddles of liquid manure with rich 
ebony reflections, to delight the eyes of the Sun... and 
yours, my prime minister!” 

“Mafarka, my king! Think how advantageous peace 
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would be, for the construction of the irrigation canals that I 
undertook last year!...” 

“Ah, but I don't care about your canals! Me, I like 
war... Do you understand? And my people love it as much 
as I do! As for the men of the countryside, let them feed 
themselves on manure... It is worthy of them!... Besides, 
the Sun is enough to work the earth... Look there, idiot! 
His interminable rays plunge deep into the fertilized furrow, 
to cook with a lively caress the impatient germs... Let his 
meticulous fingers care for our future salads in the rotten 
entrails of the negroes Have confidence in this great 
agricultural Sum who embraces all his domains with a 
burning andipaternal gaze.” 

“I see before me only: the immense geometric 
picture of death, with its lines of trees, crazy with, wind, 
birds and clouds, but all chained or podagreous...” 

“No! It’s only you who is:chained and podagreous! 
.... L.contemplate everywhere beautiful meadows of scarlet 
vigour...” 

“Beware; Mafarka, of these triangles of bitter green 
ambition!” 

And the dwarf added, as if in a dream, his eyes lost 
in the distance: 

“We shall all perish in these.bushes of thorny envy 
and on these slopes of steep despair!... I feel that my 
intelligence goes astray among the disturbing perfumes that 
rise up likeyso many terrifying problems... Formerly the 
streams twisted lovingly, like arms-of freshness, to press on 
the heart of the city all the green of the meadows glossed by 
the brushes of a well-ordered light... Alas! our meadows are 
empty today, all delivered to the black gallop of the 
innumerable unknown figures who are packed in the 
monotonous algebras of the desert!” 

These last words were scandalized by the noise of a 
sakieh’ which whined while drawing sobs and tears from the 


5 An egyptian waterwheel with buckets attached to its periphery 


37 


chest of the world. 

And Kaïm concluded: 

“Remember, Malarka, that in spite of your 
conquests you will always orbit that implacable Self, which 
drenches your body with a bloody and nervous will... 

Mafarka was not listening to him, busy watching 
through the thin foliage of a fig tree, a blindfolded donkey 
who was turning his wheel, the scintillation of the buckets, 
which reflected, for a moment, the face of the meridian sun 
and emptied themselves before returning to the 
inexhaustible wells of thevearth: 

“Ah! nol nol... This reverie is stupid!... Shut up and 
smell the delicious perfume of warm bread and ploughed 
earth. One can also sniff out lavender and thyme, and 
especially curdled blood.:. A nostalgic pleasure tingles my 
body hardened by travels and wats, and my scorched lips, 
which hayé forgotten the exhilaration of kisses, seek in the 
breeze the moist.smell of a vitginl... I want an ardent virgin, 
elastic and.vaporous like these sails=which, over there, on 
the tapestry of the sea, appear to crawl, on their'.knees, 
exhausted by heat, resting, on the cushions of their marine 
alcovel...” 

At these words, Kaim approached’: Mafarka, 
murmuring cautiously: 

“My king, do you want me to bring you Biblah, the 
beautiful concubine of Boubassa?” 

But Mafarka pushed him away with a hard gesture. 

“Ah! ahlyhe laughed, I had forgotten that was one 
of your innumerable jobs!... No, fuck off!” 

And the king did not even deign to give a slight 
bow to the small dwarf, who fled by the path in the 
ramparts. 

Almost immediately afterwards a sparkling voice 
resounded under the balustrade: 

“Mafarka! Mafarka!” 


of to an endless rope. 
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And the king turned towards it, his face pink with 
intense joy. 

It was an adolescent warrior whose body of 
caoutchouc leapt at once impetuous, lively and tender from 
the shimmering flames of the raised dust. It was Magamal, 
his beloved brother, who was running to meet him. 

He was almost naked, having thrown back the 
onager skin which a copper belt tightened round his thin 
waist. À feverish will vibrated throughout his slender body 
which carried alternately feminine graces and movements of 
a wild beast on the lookout: 

“Well, Magamal, have the scouts returned? Did you 
question them?" asked Mafarka, embracing him: 

“Do you want to question them yourself" replied 
the young man, slowly lowering his long lashes over his big 
llama eyes,-dtowned in blueish tings. “They are waiting for 
us at the gates of GogortousEfrit and Asfour are there...” 

And he pointed to twosmagnificent horses that a 
negro slave was leading by the bridle: 

Efrit, the taller one, was brilliantly white, his belly 

strapped with a green silk saddle with large golden stirrups, 
his chest broad:and powerful, his neck muscular, curved like 
a harpoon, his head illuminated by big eyes;-black as tar and 
bright with a lively cheekiness, his wide nostrils smelling the 
fire of the desert. He carried his tail up regally, rounded like 
he handle of a beautiful precious vase, and his flanks, 
incessantly sculpted by the palpitation-of the veins, evoked 
he extravagant leaps of racquetball-and suicide-charges on a 
boundless battlefield. He was the wat horse of Mafarka-el- 
Bar. 
Had it not been for his scabbed fleece and his blue 
harness, Asfour looked like a brother to Efrit, but with 
unexpected grace of movement in his legs and a shy languor 
in his eyes. 

Mafarka lovingly stroked his chest, while answering 
his brother: 
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“No, you must know enough. What did they see? 
Were they able to count the strength of the negroes?” 

“Brother! said Magamal in anguish, his hands 
stretched to the sky; brother! we are lost, for they are 
innumerable.” 

At these words, Mafarka heaved a violent sigh, 
raised up, opened his arms, and lifting his height as if 
brandishing a torch to ward off a darkness full of ambushes, 
he cried: 

“Then, so much the better! I do not fear them 
Magamal!...” He added; taking his brother by the waist and 
clasping him in his arms; “Beware, if you ever tremble 
before danger!” 

“Brother, I do not tremble!” 

“Oh, I know your courage well, but [hate this 
ridiculous feminine sensibility which throws you in turn into 
mad exaltations and the next moment overwhelms you with 
childish weaknesses... Listen to me well: these unforeseen 
joys and “these “inexplicable sadnesses, it is necessary to 
abolish them today!....Oh my beloved: brother, | feel: that 
you don't have my muscles! of iron to suffocate an enemy 
while pretending to embrace him. In spite of all thevefforts 
of your will, your body remained soft and-fragile like the 
juicy body of a young girl. Your eyes; made for kisses, are 
not, like mine, scarectows for the birds of misfortune; but it 
is necessary to harden them, your eyes, and to arm them 
with fangs, like mine! Look!” 

He walked with large, wide paces on the terrace of 
the citadel, violently pacing with gluttonous gestures the 
yellow depth of a horizon swollen by threats and 
impossibilities; and then, turning to his brother and taking 
his head gently between his broad hands he looked at him in 
the depths of his eyes, with the soft tenderness of a mother 

Suddenly he shouted: 

“The armies of Brafane-el-Kibir imprison us on all 
sides. I know it! I have guessed everything, even what you 
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did not dare to tell me. The endless processions of their 
wagons that come from all corners of Africa, like thousands 
of torrents to the rivers! And these rivers grow and multiply 
to swell the sea! What did I say, the sea? It is an ocean that 
we have to repress. What do I care? I spit on them all my 
disdain and I brave them all, them, their cavalry, and 
Gogorrou herself, the black goddess of battles, who guides 
them against us! They will not be able to resist the 
thunderbolts of my will. What do you say, Magamal?” 

“T believe in your power, brother!” 

“Believe ratherin yours and -obey only your soul, 
which burns tostame your destiny. Be thesdevoted son of 
your ambition! It is there in your eyes, the unique idea 
which burns continuously when all else sleeps in your soul! I 
see it! Itis called Domination!” 

Then Mafarka grabbed his brother by the waist with 
a single stride, and hoisted -him| up between two 
crenellations, saying: 

“Look, Magamal, look in the.distance, at the.edge 
of the sands! + Do you not see teddish and smoky towers? 
It is the kingdom of Faras-Magalla... It is yours! I will give it 
to 'you-as soon.as the looming enemy armies are destroyed!” 

At once Magamal freed himself from his brother's 
hands with the suppleness of a snake’and began to run on 
the terrace, dancing and singing. His voice was chopped by 
an intoxicating anguish, and his gestures of abandon seemed 
to scatter to all the winds of the sky: 

“Mafatka, you will win, I am sure! We will break, we 
will break this encirclement of stinking ebony and sootl... 
Thank you, thank you, my brother! You have promised! 
Remember that you have promised to to give me a crown!” 

And he clapped his hands, his body shaking with 
joy, like a schoolboy let loose in the countryside. 

“Oh! I breathe,” he cried, “I breathe with an intense 
voluptuousness your breath of stinking oil, oh you, my 
beloved negroes, my future subjects!... I will feel you all in 
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my mouth and chew you with delight, like beautiful ripe 
figs... I will swallow you soon, without spitting!...” 

But his brother interrupted him with a serious 
gesture: 

“This evening,” he said, “the battle will resume, 
more terrible than this morning. If the luck turns against us, 
don't forget to harden yourself against the heartache of 
despair! Bite your tongue, and your lips too, furiously, three 
times... and drink your blood like an exquisite liquor. For we 
too have a hump like the camels, to quench our thirst. You 
have it in your chest andwoucantdrink from it at will! This 
is the secret of my unalterable good mood, even while death 
is biting at my legs!” 

Then, Mafarka darkened and lowered his head. 
Magamal saw that he was chewing incomprehensible words 
while gesticulating nervously. At,.times, he rubbed his hair, 
forehead atid cheeks angrilyyas if trying to find the difficult 
solution to a problem. 

Suddenly, he threw himself=flat on his stomach in 
the dust and, rising at once with a leap; he, stretched, out his 
hands and eyes to the sun, singing: 

“Sun! © mouth of volcano, here I am before you! 
Come closer!.... That I may feel your large and torrid kiss on 
my chest! Pour your lava into my heart! Untraceable source 
of courage, flood mel... Seal of God, hide forever the 
shriveled parchment of my miserable past so that J may tear 
away the veil of my future! draw from you the bright 
inspiration. I must, at all costs, split and) push away the 
immense black tide of my enemies with the sharp spurs of 
these sculpted walls, so that my city, bulging its domes like 
sails, still floats in the infinite azure, under its proud 
minarets, pink and swaying with the intoxication of 
victories, in the great ultramarine cry of the muezzins. What 
do you ask me as a ransom for my triumph?... My blood, my 
name, and the blood of my people, and that of my brother? 
What do you demand? I must win at all costs! What do you 
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advise me?” 

At these words, the Sun reared back his black horse 
with its incandescent mane; then, with a rough blow of the 
reins, galloped against a heap of of sweaty clouds. 

Mafarka, with his face to the sky, shouted with joy, 
calling his brother: 

“Magamal! Magamall... raise your eyes to the sky]... 
Have you seen like me this symbol of the solar will?... Have 
you seen like me the black horse rearing up and leaping 
under the Sun that spurs it on?” 

“Yes, my brother: I seeythe.Sun galloping... His 
turban of solid gold disappears behind a curtain of clouds... 
Is it some hint that he gives us?” 

Then, Mafarka uttered a loud how! of joy, shrill and 
red like the final arrows a victorious army launches against 
he walls of-a starving city, before forcing the doors. 

“Thave understood; haveunderstood, O Sun! You 
reveal to me thé senemy's plans and you tell me that 
omorrow-the negroes will push alltheir cavalry against the 
hills of Gogorrou and'on the unarmed flanks of my. cityl... 
Before them, | will be there before them! Your luminous 
veiled face advises me to deceive them by a strategy; so that 
hey all tear each other down with their owmweapons! I give 
hanks to you, O God...” 

Then turning to his brother: 

“On horseback!.!. on horseback!’ he» shouted. 
“Magamal, come with me!” 

Mafarkasleapt into the saddle, andy standing on the 
bars of the stirrups, he raised his height, his hand his eyes to 
scrutinize the distant sands; then he spurred hard his 
beautiful beast. 

Asfour followed Efrit, the both of them running 
swiftly with the leaps of a goat, the agility of an eel, and the 
skills of a monkey on the steep slopes of the rocky path, 
which descended steeply towards the ramparts. 

Zigzags and fast elbows pushed them at every 
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moment on heaps of rubble, sections of fallen walls and 
flayed and muddy corpses, who were cooking under the sun 
their purple flesh in the sizzling oil of relentless flies. 

They were now skirting great hedges of cactus and 
poppies, which resembled the furious interlacing of negro 
wrestlers splashed with blood. 

Magamal tried vainly to retain Asfour by the reins, 
as shaken by the sudden heat, he was constantly changing 
his pace. He had the long strides of a leopard and, at times, 
the agile crawl of a fox crouched on four paws. But the 
suffocating heat was_agitating him»more and more, and he 
rushed fiercely against the piles of rotting flesh, to wet his 
snout with their sour, ruddy stench. 

As they reached the ‘ramparts, Mafarka and 
Magamal no longer cared about. the potholes in the dirt 
road, Theysptessed on. Their horses now with head high, 
their eyesyfixed on the city unfolding below which, girdled 
by its walls of yellowish tuff, flanked by its innumerable 
square towers, dominated by a forest of minarets of all 
forms, extended as far‘as the eye could:see in a labyrinth of 
meadows and parks in bloom. 

And a great breath of joy filled the lungs of Mafarka 
as he counted the legions of his soldiers;-still dusty and 
covered in soot, but in formation, their hearts as straight 
and upright as their spears blazing in the sun. 

It was indeed thanks to their obedient courage that 
he had been, able, the day before, .to dethrone his uncle 
Boubassa, the imbecile hydropic-whose cruel idiocy had 
allowed the approach of so many formidable enemies. 

His clear eyes searched the ranks for his oldest 
generals, who all turned away from him with the contours 
of hostile and venomous beasts. 

“Soon the treachery, Magamall...” he said, smiling. 
“Here are some more of my uncle's supporters!” 

Then, after a silence, he added: 

“We must get rid of them as soon as possible! I 
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leave that to you.” 

Suddenly, a great cry of sadness, heartbreaking and 
sweet, echoed through the smoldering landscape. It was a 
feminine voice that seemed to spring from a mortal wound; 
it resembled a fountain of blood, hopeless and inconsolable. 

Efrit and Asfour stopped at the same time, their 
eight hooves riveted to the ground, shaking their heads 
feverishly. 

“What is the matter with you, Magamal?” cried 

Mafarka to his brother, whose face had the pallor of a sun- 
damaged wall. “Come.onjit's this way!” 
He violently spurred Efrit on, whossprang forward 
like a coily rushing into a darkened postern. Magamal 
followed him and, turning right, then left, they, dashed 
hrough a covered path that pierced obliquely through the 
hickness ofthe ramparts. The ground, broken up like the 
bed of a torrent, was here and there drowned in shadow, 
cluttered with smoldering limestone and dug with deep ruts. 
The clatter.of the gallop, bouncing»against the city walls, 
sounded tumultuously. behind them. Sometimes, at. the 
crossroads of the galleries, the distant subterranean echoes 
seemed to spit down on them, abruptly, large blocks of 
granite: 

The legs of the horses became frantic, pounding, 
chewing the stony ground, whose cracks had demonic 
rictus. 


They, came at last to an incandescent abyss, choked 
by immeasurable. cliffs. The sun=appeared to them at an 
incalculable height, so far from thesearth; and, nevertheless, 
its gruesome light fell sharply, with all its lugubrious weight. 
The blinding reverberation of the stones was such that they 
instinctively recoiled as if under an avalanche of molten lead 
and embers, which gravediggers were throwing at them by 
the shovelful from the top through invisible machicolations. 

Madness was fermenting in their brains like red 
wine. To die thus, buried alive in this furnace? No, never! 
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And the horror exhausted their throats, when for the 
second time the mighty cry, sweet and sad, tore the funeral 
silence. 

Then, Magamal, his eyes wide, uttered a hyena's 
howl and launched his beast at full speed. 

The gust of wind was so strong that Efrit also 
reared up, spun around, and took of at a run, bounding like 
a bullet, swept away by his own mane. 

The path sloped down, and it was like a chasm 
where the two beasts sank, absorbed by the dizzying current 
of a growing speed. 

Mafarkay and Magamal could ‘hear, far away, the 
irritated curses of sleepy echoes grumbling and dying, like a 
torrent of drool under the stones of a landslide. 

But as they emerged from à sinuous corridor, in the 
explosive glare of the sun, a hurricane of screams and roars 
hit them in’ the face so violently that they stopped dead in 
their tracks, hooves frozen on the grassy ground. 

Inthe chalky. ravine, blinding. and sonorous. as an 
abandoned quarry, a forest of arms. twisted confusedly 
under the relentless whips, of a thousand discordant voices, 
which the titanic walls and the surrounding rocks echoed 
with the jerky rhythm and monotony of an,eternal wave. 

Thousands of sailors were crowded there, all of 
them scruffy, dead drunk, their torsos bare and their faces 
muddy, their arms smeared with wine and blood. 

Many. of them had formed a column and were 
walking one behind the other, in- single’ file, each one 
pushing with his two outstretched arms the shoulders of the 
previous one, all, with their faces to the electric sun, striking 
the earth in cadence with their united heels, with a long 
tremor which surged from their head to their toes. 

And the smoldering army grew larger by the 
minute, rolling over itself with a growing haste of clamor 
and gesture; the half-open mouths let out high-pitched 
moans, forming a nostalgic melody, cut from moment to 
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moment by by mournful hooting, whose monotony was at 
once dull and exhilarating. 

Three times Mafarka-el-Bar tried to overcome the 
gyratory thrust of this fuming and hollering mass, to 
distinguish the mysterious center around which it tiredly 
whirled. 

Finally, rising on the bar of the stirrups, he saw that 
the strange human cyclone was whirling around of a pond 
paved with green rottenness in which hundreds of bathers 
wallowed in delirium and from which rose a pungent and 
pestilential stench of hemp, urine; grease and sweat. 

It was asfantastic press of yellowish»bodies piled up 
in pyramids, which crumbled and oozed, like, monstrous 
olives, under the burning teeth of the heavy solar wheel. It 
accelerated its atrocious:movement by crushing. all, these 
human heads like enormous seeds, crunching and suffering; 
and’ the pond seemed to have formed itself little by little 
with the fetid oil of this greenish, sinking paste. 

The noise and-the dust taised.were so intense that 
the horde hardly noticed Mafarka's presence. As he spurred 
Efrit to.split the mob, he leaned forward with-his vast chest 
panted in the effort to repress an overflowing angert: 

All that he had foreseen with anguish during the 
morning battle had come about. 

The crews of his fleet in revolt! The treason of the 
generals devoted to his uncle Boubassal... 

To better push the soldiers and sailorsito rebellion, 
they had stuffed»them with victuals and strong drinks; and 
now they were delivering to them all the women taken from 
the enemy army! 

It was indeed on the bodies of the young negresses, 
sprawled on their backs on the edge of that foul pond, that 
hundreds of naked warriors were attacking while the others 
crowded around, waiting for their turn. 

Captains, staggering and faltering with drunkenness, 
pushed themselves to the right, to the left, with grotesque 
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and stubborn movements, striving to impose silence and 
restore order in this infernal brouhaha, where their gestures 
sank like broken wings of seagulls. But the brawls broke out 
all the same and everywhere, with the quiet speed of a fire. 

As Efrit, with great blows of his chest, penetrated 
further into this stormy mass, two completely naked men 
grabbed each other ferociously with their two left arms at 
the belts, each brandishing a cutlass in the right hand. For a 
long time they endeavored to strike each other down. But 
they were so tight, cheeks stuck to cheeks, clashing their 
noses, their daggers, andytheit horny sexes, breathing each 
one the hatredyof the other, that the hungry Death was 
waiting!... The two wrestlers, sweating and packed together 
like cheese, undulated in the enormous jostle, and with their 
two cutlasses unable to come down, they, greedily ate each 
other's lips;with shining teeth: 

Atthis sight, Matarka-el-Bar could not contain his 
ong-suppressed rage, and swelling his chest, he uttered his 
great watery: “Allah Akbar!” in a voice so thunderous that 
he made all the faces‘and all the eyes of the crowd turn 
owards him, like the sun, facing the hofizen of the sea 
suddenly attracts to itself the glances of all the waves: 

But the two men did not separate.-Then ‘the king 
stood up tall in his stirrups and gave*a great blow with his 
scimitar, right between the two faces, as one splits the trunk 
of a tree. Iwo noses and two arms fell, bloody. From their 
attoos, Mafarka recognized two of his best captains. 

And “yet..the tape continued -relentlessly at the 

bottom of the cursed ravine. 
Soldiers sat in a large circle around the pond. 
Crouching, legs crossed, they were swinging their torsos 
back and forth, clapping their hands as hard as wooden 
pawls, to give cadence to the rhythmic movement of their 
brothers’ fucking. 

The latter had laid all the wriggling and bruised 
negresses in the mud, and they were pointing their black 
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and muddied pricks, more torpid than roots. 

One could see the smooth, shiny bellies of the 
young women and their little breasts, the color of burned 
wedges writhing in pain under the heavy blows of the men, 
whose bronze loins rose and fell untiringly among the 
dancing flic-flac of the green rottennesses. Some sang 
mournful melodies; others bit into the hair of their 
mistresses with fury, then stopped, their mouths full of 
bloody hair, and remained for a long time on their knees 
while fixing their lamentable eyes with revulsion on the 
pain, horror and lust. 

Because they sometimes startled with an enjoyment 
all the more bitter since it. was involuntary under the 
counter-blow of a forced spasm. Their legs agile and black, 
with delicate ankles, beat the ait with a convulsive 
movement-such as writhing of serpents, and tied themselves 
in turn, like the blow of a whip, omthe back of the male. 

The youngest of them, of an elegant, flexible and 
sickly beauty, was called Biba. Herswaist was slim and her 
varnished and. sweet’ hips, color of “beautiful , vanilla, 
attracted the nostrils as much as the lips.»All her body 
twisted with hysteria, stuck to the body of her loverJike a 
wet fabric and answered by sharp jolts to.the-deep blows of 
the rod that assailed her from moment to moment... 

Biba closed each time her eyelids on her long black 
eyes which seemed to swim ina golden liquor;,and each 
time she uttered cries of painful joy, so bitter and so 
heartrending thatthey pierced and-dominated the din of the 
of the noisy ravine. Her hoarse, violet voice mournfully 
implored the caress: 

“Mahmoud, ya Mahmoud, kill me, kill me like this. 
Oh! you stuff me with a hot pleasure! You fill the lips of my 
little pussy with sugar and hallaouha! She is happy to be so 
gorged with treats! Her lips are sucking at a big lump of 
burning sugar until it melts...” 

But almost all were silent, stifling their cries and 
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finishing with a stupid look, vacillating and fearful the 
churning of their navel dug by the force of the male like the 
water of the sea under the blow of the oar. 

Their lovers spoke to them regardless, irritated by 
this tragic mutism, which they declared absurd and odious. 
They accelerated the coming and going of their rumps, 
while exciting each other by saucy jokes, gymnastic acts, and 
crackling laughter. 

Sometimes they would lift themselves high over the 
body of their victim and shoot their triumphant parabola far 
and wide with a great jet/of spit; then they would fall back 
heavily on their stomachs, crushing theit»mouths in the 
hollow of the vulva, which they lapped up noisily like dogs, 
while wriggling their legs in the mud, splashing the 
crouching spectators on the shore, whose gaiety redoubled. 

Onetof the latter, already,stricken with hashish, had 
a resounding cough, then, tilting-his head to prolong the 
catarthal shriek inthis throat, he-finally let out his howls in 
clattering jerks that fell-one on top ofthe other like bowling 
pins. 

The traditional game was immediately imitated by 

all those present, who, tolling over on their backs, eyes to 
he sky and mouths open, made, theissthroats | crackle 
interminably. 
The applause of the spectators, the din of the 
breathless. actors, the clatter of jaws and the splashing of 
feet in the mud mingled with the moaning of the breasts 
hat were agonizing in pleasure. 

At this moment, a gangly giant lifted his snout and 
his enormous copper chest out of the mud where his 
mistress was almost buried, and asked with great cries that 
hey let him speak. 

Apparently he had some extraordinary 
entertainment to offer, but the noise was appalling and he 
needed absolute silence. To obtain it, he drily danced on his 
knees, waving his huge arms, which the weight of his 
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enormous hands seemed to drag here and there like 
branches laden with large fruit. 

Little by little, all leaned on the banks of the pond 
to listen to him. He had been nicknamed Zeb-el Kibir, 
because of his gigantic prick, and his inexhaustible genital 
power had earned him renown. 

Finally, in a voice like a wet cellar, he spoke: 

“We must all embark on the body of the negresses, 
and set sail like that!... We are now on the waves of the sea. 
We must have regattas!... Everyone get aboard your 
mistress. I already havemine under my belly, and I sail very 
well; my oar is solid... Oh! Here we go! Look! my black boat 
will sink... She is almost unconscious... It is because of its 
terrible speed... Here, I am sailing faster and she sinks more 
and more into the waves. Yes, yes, let's all sail! None will 
be able to overtake me! A prize will be given to the one who 
has) killedyhis canoe before all the-others! Fuck! Mine wont 
budgel... Too bad! It must rise again]... Here it is: it glides, it 
glides!...” 

And the’ slaughter became appalling, on the muddy 
waters aiid on ithe banks, for; the imaginations “of: these 
delitious sailors could no doubt see, over there, at the very 
end of the pond, through, the bubbling»cloud ‘of their 
breath, the sinister Sun, in his galabich of quicklime, also 
crouching on the sinking stern of a boat, and with his foot 
on the helm, as well as an old:Arab pilot commanding the 
manoeuvre. 

For how:long must he direct these’ bloody regattas, 
swinging his wrathful beard of white steam to drive the rage 
of these rutting oarsmen? 

Mafarka-el-Bar was the only one to ask himself this 
daunting question, and to solve it, he plunged three of his 
spurs into Efrit's flanks, who took a giant bound and fell on 
his stiffened legs, right into the vast surf of naked asses. 

For a long time, the rancid, fetid smell of sap and 
blood intoxicated this terrible warhorse, which pawed 
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furiously at this mass of healthy groins and crimson hairs. 
His dancing gait, hilarious and casual, seemed amused by 
he crunching of chests that mewed and snorted under his 
iron hooves like benjohs. 

But, under the energetic shaking of its rider, the 
beast finally reared up, pirouetted on itself like a sail in the 
wind, and came to rest in the criminal mire. 

Then, standing tall in the saddle, Mafarka-el-Bar 
brandished his scimitar, dazzling and curved, over his head 
like a halo, and spat all over, on this stinking tide of people, 
his slobbering rage, hismausea and)his.thick disgust: 

“Scabby dogs! pustulous: rosses! hearts of hares! 
eats of rabbits! race of scorpions! \vile hen droppings!... You 
only haye a fetid cancer instead of a brain under your 
stubborn forehead, to disgorge so much poisonous pus 
from yoursmouth and through.the rotten slits of your 
eyes...” 

“Chained women's cunts; those ate the enemies you 
like to fight!... Did you beat them,;"disembowel them, tear 
them,aparte Atrr! Arreghh! That is truly.something to be 
proud of, get up...” 

Then he stretched out ihis fiercely clenched) fist 
towards a group of old men lost among the-huge swarm of 
rioting soldiers, and added in a raised.voice: 

“And you_ate the directors of this noble show... I 
recognise you all, illustrious generals of Boubassa, and more 
than ever worthy of himl... In truth, this is exactly what I 
expected from your minds, which are more twisted and 
crusty than pigs' tails! So here L'amon the battlefield where 
you have won your greatest victory! I'm willing to give this 
pond a memorable name, a name already smeared with 
glory... Let's call it ‘Boubassa Pond’! For he would approve 
of you if he were here... And he would have as much or 
more fun than you, perhaps, seeing women torn apart and 
crushed by bloodthirsty fucking! That of your soldiers’, not 
yours, of course! Because only your impotence can equal 
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your cowardice! You are all worthy of each other, soldiers 
and captains, as long as you have made your sex your 
favourite sword, the only sword you wield with any skill! 
Wield it again, then, to beget sons of whores and vulva- 
licking dogs such as yourselves!...” 

“But if I'm not mistaken, it's to pay for your treason 
hat the captains have given you women! They want to turn 
you against me! The contract is quite clear, and it is now up 
o you, soldiers, to keep your promises... Attack me, if you 
have the couragel... Kill me quickly, now that I'm almost 
alone among you! Come on, then!Only... I'm not as easy to 
knock down as.a nigger, and you all tremblelike glass at the 
crack of my voicel... Oh, I'm not afraid of your drunken 
jaws, chipped, and as vinous as tavern jars! As for your legs, 
melted by lust, they could: barely serve you as mops to clean 
he dirty deck of my ships. Answer me! Attack me! Don't 
you dare?,Too bad for youl;Obey me and get out of hete! I 
don't. want) to waste. the strengthin my lungs any more! My 
spittle is enough... Ugh! Scram! Get.out of here and go 
home! Run away from'me Take yourselves and covet your 
hands and fect with chains, and rest your rotten loins, you 
whorehouse slaves!...”” 

With these last screaming wordssañ infernal din 
erupted in the ravine, a roaring ebb.and flow of bellowing 
heads and rumps rushing against the granite walls, here and 
there for a way out with the tragic fright of a nocturnal fire. 

The» mist of breath and: the. swirls of dust rose 
slowly towards the’sky, overtaking-the crestiof the ramparts, 
where the sun’s oblique rays bathed them in an ineffable 
glow. 


Mafarka-el-Bar, his head held high and his scimitar 
brandished, rushed after the fugitives, pushing Efrit at a 
gallop, his front legs falling and falling again like two 
hammers on the rounded backs and raised feet of this 
streaming mob. He followed then from ditch to ditch, from 
gallery to gallery, under the resounding arches of the great 
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covered way, the depths of which emitted irritated and 
mournful borborygmi... 

So Mafarka slowed his pace and, as he listened to 
the earthquake fade under the vaults in the distance, he 
laughed out loud with Magamal. 

Oh! the mob of rebels was no longer dangerous, for 
following its natural slope, like the waters of a flood, it 
flowed fatally through the breaches in the casemates and the 
underground corridors, to become trapped in the immense 
courtyards of the barracks. 

Indeed, whensthe last fugitive had passed the 
hreshold of Gogorrou!s postern, Mafarka»raised his hand 
and gave aloud shout to hail the/motionless lookout at the 
op of the tower, lit like a torch by the setting sun. 
Immediately the two brazen doors closed and. the two 
horsemen turned to enter the lower quarters of the town. 

Asi they galloped along, they loften had to lower 
heir heads to avoid, bumping into, the paunchy balconies of 
he houses,-all embellished with moucharabichs and playful 
arabesques. 

But Efrit and Asfour knew this inextricable maze of 
winding lanes so well that; they were soon able to overtake 
the endless lines of camels, whose humpsladen with salt, 
asphalt or spices had the monotonous undulation of long 
leafy branches in the breeze. Their ruminating heads swam 
almost flush with the windows, far from the little camel- 
drivers encased in brown wool. 

They did, not even glance at Mafarka and Magamal, 
who were suddenly forced to bring theit mounts to a halt 
under a low canopy of smoky half-lights, where faces 
covered in grey scabs and hands gnawed with white scales 
moved about in confusion. 

They were beggars, almost all of them lepers and 
mangy, sleeping rough with stray dogs exhausted with 
fatigue and covered with flies as well as carrion; but their 
abominable stench barked for them, better than them, 
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jumping into the faces of passers-by. 

And that raging stench, gritty, hoarse and hot all at 
once, with its triumph of ooze and urine, lulled the slimy 
lust of their sunburnt, dusty dreams. 

“Brother,” said Mafarka suddenly, “I need some 
muddy beggar's rags this very evening... By the way, a badly 
patched old galabieh is enough for me: I'll complete the 
disguise myself.” 

“Mafarka,” replied Magamal, “you'll have it this 
very evening.” 

But they were-silenced by Efrit and Asfour's great 
backstrokes, which carried them swiftlyup zigzagging 
ramps towards the esplanade of the forts. 

As they made their way along the battlements, the 
city of Tell-el-Kibir unfolded immensely before their eyes, 
with its thousands of minarets sailing in the azure. 

Beyond the ramparts, the»sun lifted its red head 
from. the hortible shroud of bloody clouds that enveloped it 
and plungediinto the west. 

The sea, relieved at last; "sighed ati 'ease, 
voluptuously, under its great fan of yellowsrays; while a 
huge; dark mass of long, disordered hair overflowed into 
the gold-whipped atmosphere, the screaming; crackling hair, 
the chocked, lascivious hair of the African night. 

Mafarka waved them away and said: 

“Magamal, it this very night that you must join the 
divine Ouatabelli-Charchar under her roof, whose nuptial 
bed you have not yet deigned to open.” 

“Oh! happiness may well wait for me till tomorrow, 
on her lips.... I don't want them to fight on the ramparts 
without me, and I prefer to keep watch tonight, lying on my 
back, at the top of Gogorrou's tower, that terrible beehive 
of stars that would prick the ambition of the dead 
themselves...” 

“Brother, I praise you for speaking like this on the 
evening of a victorious battle... I see that you know as well 
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as I do how to keep your powerful sex in chains, like a 
mastiff that is only let loose on stormy nights, to defend the 
wife's door from thieves!” 

And Mafarka's powerful eyes gazed with envy at the 
green domes of the mosques, shimmering with changing 
lights as they pirouetted like whirling dervishes dressed in 
the wind under their high, pointed, singing hats. 

In the distance, a minaret leapt prodigiously over 
their heads like an ambitious gymnast, blasting the purple 
cry of the muezzin far into the white twilight sky. 
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CHAPTER II 
The Stratagem of Mafarka-el-Bar 


Despite the weight of his rotting rags, Mafarka-el- 
Bar made it two-thirds of the way at a run. But he stopped 
abruptly to change pace once he caught sight of the tangled 
masses of banana-tree clad farmsteads ahead of him. Only 
forty years old, his spine hunched and his face covered in 
mud, like a centenariansbeggat, he hobbled through extinct 
villages that seemed to be holding their breath under the 
incalculably,distant stars... 

Even the dogs were afraid to batk when this strange 
wanderer miraculously grew younger; straightening his 
statute anderesuming his swift stride in front of the last 
dwellings.,For the overflowing of the negro hordes had 
filled. the African darkness with.dread, and the wind alone 
was still alive, carefully raking the sand as if there were no 
longer the slightest. chance of secing a ~passer-by,on. the 
empty desert roads. 

But this fussy preoccupation with universal,order 
and dreaty regularity irritated Mafarka more-and more, and 
he began to dance mertily as he.valked, delighted to 
discover that he had some surprising mime and gymnastic 
skills. 

Andihe wondered: 

“Is there. a single actor in Boubassa who knows 
how to disguise himself as well as I do, in an instant, 
without the help of powder and make-up?... Who among 
them could recognise Mafarka-el-Bar in the sad beggar that 
I have become... the most pitiful and crippled beggar on 
eatthr..” 

These last words, spoken aloud, gave him a slight 
shiver of superstitious fear; he raised his head and opened 
his arms wide, so that his stallion's chest could breathe in 
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the immense freshness of the desert. 

Oh, how maternal this silence is!... he sighed; I feel 
it on my legs, on my stomach and on my mouth, like the 
soft sheet of my childhood crib!... Oh, it's really you, 
Langourama, O my beloved mother, it's really you who are 
circling my bed, edging it with a light, careful hand! I 
recognise your hand! Oh, let me stay up all night, little 
mother! I've got to! Don't take your lamp with you! Kiss 
me, then go to bed on your bed of clouds!... And sleep well! 
Don't wait up for me! May the night be sweet to youl...” 

And Mafarka-el-Bar leapt forward, with great elastic 
steps, gliding on the voluptuous springs of the wind, and 
rolling—like a word of victory—in the very mouth of God. 

As he ran, he clenched his fist like the rudder of a 
boat, its sail bulging, speeding under the canopy, overtaking 
its companions. 

And he went on, scattering, his| drunken cries in the 
darkness, as a tich. vineyard pours out the excess of a 
superabundant harvest among the weary old beggars whose 
weight makes the grapevine bend: 

“O° Brafane-el-Kibir, my enemy, “you ‘are’ still 
sleeping there, far away, beyond, the, extreme limits»of the 
misty horizon!... And you do not hear me.coming!... L bring 
you a magnificent and fearsome gift: I bring you my head, 
closed like a chest!... But beware... Ah! ah! beware of what's 
inside!... I'll be in your camp at dawn, because I can't wait to 
admire your giant stature and the harsh swelling of your 
warrior lungs thatyou feed, day and nighty with that heady 
desert wind. Your disillusioned gaze must know better than 
mine how to measure events on earth against the stars... 
And I believe you are indifferent to the petty pleasure of a 
victory, which can hardly distract your unfathomable 
melancholy! You're not keen on that, are you? You're too 
wise for that!... So be good, my Brafane-el-Kibir, and let me 
win you over! It's a whim... a child's mania!... And I'm 
getting sick of it! I have only one desire left... to trample 
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your great sand castles, King of the Desert!... I need your 
kingdoms today! I want them! I want them! Just to amuse 
myself! What a joy it is to be able to wallow all the way 
through my immense soul in this immense desert, the Sun's 
deep, dark bed, tearing up its sand mattresses...” 

“What is a plain? I don't understand it any more! I 
am, I am, I am, on the curve of the world, standing like a 
nail in the rim of a wheel... standing like an arrow on a great 
bent bowl... But who is shooting me? And against who?... 
And against what...” 

He stopped foramoment; breathless, then resumed 
his dancing undef the stars... And he sang at the top of his 
voice: 

“Here I am, mouth to the sky, like a little porcelain 
cup under this hot flood of black coffee, duly sweetened 
with, stars!..«But it's being poured, from too high up, and the 
stream isytoo heavy, decidedly! My potter has flared my 
rims,.and yet I'll. never- be able to, contain all this fragrant 
trickle of exciting darkness... Perhaps-L'm not the cup,that's 
been jreserved for you, © delicious nocturnal mocha! It's 
strange all the same, because the conception*of ‘the infinite 
universe fits perfectly into the hollow of my head... like very 
large perfumes, which could alone: intoxicate a whole city, 
are contained in an imperceptible pellet... Alas! my porcelain 
is cracking... Everything in and atound me is dying! You are 
growing old, distant suns spinning at full speed like 
vehement wheels whose planets are the flying splashes! And 
you, our Sun, are taking a long-time to) rise above the 
horizon this morning... It's true, you're getting old too. A 
few centuries will be enough to turn your yellow-gold face 
chalky. It's your way of going grey! Then you'll turn blue 
from too much heat. Then, as you gradually compress, you 
cool down and liquefy... Finally, your crust will harden 
again. That's the way you die! And I see you in my dreams, 
opaque and black like a mummy! Your satellites will take 
advantage of your decrepitude to pounce on you, and no 
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matter how now you eat them in one gulp: that won't stop 
your soft rays from cooling like the legs of a paralytic. And 
you, my beloved Earth, are compressing! Excess of 
spinning, no doubt! The fact is, you're losing weight. That's 
why you're tightening the belt of your equator around your 
tropical belly!” 

“It gives you unreassuring borborygmi! You're 
wrong to keep your glances at the Moon colder and 
colder!... She'll end up leaping into your arms in rage and 
desire, to finally drink a full kiss after so much platonic love! 
Pity us, poor fleas lost-inythe futious.upheaval of this great 
earthly bed!...” 

Aldebaran! Betelgeuse! You won't last long on your 
trembling beams like crutches!...; Rigel... and you.Cygnus, 
you're weakening too!... So all I want tolove are your great, 
vivacious eyes, O my brothets, Sirius, Vega, the Great Bear! 
you have the fire of youth inyyout eyes... 

As he sang, Mafarka-el-Bar ran on, driven like a 
light cofk.by the invisible thrustwof. his will, across the 
murky ocean. ofthe desert, among, the undulating 
oscillations of the uplifted sands. 

But as the ingenuous dawn smiled in wonderat the 
rearing clouds of the zenith, he began to_crawl, with the sly 
slowness of a thief, between the crests of the tawny hills, 
which fled in a stampede towards all points of the horizon. 

From the overheated: ‘east, broad reflections of 
yellow ecstasy bent lovingly over the earth, while to the west 
the white villages, were tinged with pink,under a slightly 
purple sky. 

The flood of light and heat accelerated the speed of 
her legs among the many illusory corollas blooming here 
and there in the sands. 

Suddenly Mafarka felt the nagging bite of hunger, 
guiding him in spite of himself towards the red breath of 
the invisible sun... He emerged from the steaming mouths 
of the clouds, far away, like a large loaf of warm, appetizing 
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bread with a golden crust that crackled deliciously. 

At that very moment, a gust of wind brought to 
Mafarka the clatter of voices, the shrill crash of wheels and 
the gleeful whinnying of horses. 

Immediately, Mafarka lay flat on the ground, the 
better to stain his beard and cheeks with dust; then he sat 
down, cross-legged, and pulled from under his rags a long 
dirty yellow scarf which he carefully arranged like a bandage 
around his right knee. Finally, satisfied, he started walking 
again, looking like a crippled beggar, his back shaking as his 
bent leg limped admirably: 

As he climbed a hill, he saw, through an indentation 
in the road, a formidable army spread out below him, 
covering’ boundless plains, surrounded by the yellow 
solitudes of the sands and: dominated in the distance, on the 
right; by the:chaotic mountains of Bab-el-Foutouk. 

Their broad, -highsridges» receded like immense 
waves of ochre, one, behind the other, sometimes jutting out 
like promentories into. the desertsemetimes opening up 
like deep culfs-into which the desert rushed with its green 
oases and its earthy, cactus-ridden villages. To. the left, the 
plain’ was more splayed out, and it was only fifteen or 
twenty leagues away that the bright. bluesteeth of the sea 
could be seen smiling. 

Tt was against this grandiose horizon formed by the 
fascinating line of the shore and the pompous ball of the 
mountains that the innumerable-hordes of Brafane-el-Kibir 
appeared before Mafarka's eyes. 

They were made up almost entirely of cavalry, 
stretching endlessly across the undulating terrain like an 
enormous boa, with the colour of the horses dappling it 
with black and white. 

The morning mist caressed the red spikes of spears, 
the pale mounds of shields, the snowy brush of manes, and 
everywhere, scattered at random, the brown tents, 
resembling vampires nailed to the ground by their 
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membranous wings. 

The formidable army seemed to be sheltering under 
these giant grey vapours that rose from the distance, their 
torsos expanding to form monstrous teats and caryatid arms 
to support the already chalky Zenith pediment. They lazily 
detached themselves from seven enormous cauldrons 
whose copper bellies spewed crawling flames, flayed and 
purple, which groaned like victims. 

Negresses dressed in crimson wool danced around 
the fires, shouting with deafening haste. Almost all of them 
were armed with a longwoodenMfork, which they dipped 
from time to. time into the green, sticky cauldron to 
moderate the cooking. The lapping of the mixture and the 
crackling of the logs mingled with the rustling of the voices, 
under the contortions of the enormous fog that fell to the 
ground andshid the diabolical round. Suddenly, a colossal 
wartior emerged, striding towards Mafarka and saying: 

What do. you want here; you lousy beggar, diviner 
of the past; mute storyteller?... What. simoun drove: your 
foul carcassunto the camp of Brafane-el-Kibir 

By the yermilion feathers that flamedsin his agitated 
hair and the countless shells clattering on his charcoal, body 
tattooed with blue moons, Mafarka immediately recognised 
one of the generals of the Negro army: 

So he exaggerated the catarrh in his throat by 
stammering an incomprehensible answer. 

“Speak up!” shouted the: chief. “Andy first of all, 
start by bowing your head to the-groundsand blessing my 
name three times!... Don't you know my name? Ah, you vile 
farmer! I'll have you caned a hundred times on the soles of 
your feet if you don't say my name right now... Come on! 
Hurry up!... What are you doing there, trembling and 
bewildered, with your muddy muzzle and your stupid little 
eyes?... But I pity your weakness, and I'm willing to teach 
you myself who I am. My name is Moullah and I command 
one of our four armies! You should know that I am admired 
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and feared from one end of the desert to the other!” 

At these words, Mafarka fell face down on the 
ground, and while lying flat on his stomach, he timidly lifted 
his head to stammer: 

“Oh, may Allah bless your name a thousand times 
over... I've come from the Yellow Sea and walked for three 
days, swallowing nothing but a meagre slice of heron and a 
lot of sand. I'm dying of hunger and thirst... But I can pay 
for a little food with wonderful stories, for I am a 
soothsayer and storyteller by trade.” 

“Get up! said.Moullah, and.come with me. I will 
take you to thespresence of our supreme chief Brafane-el- 
Kibir, who will welcome you! under, his tent of silk 
embroidered with pearls and gold.” 

Having said this, the negro chicf turned on his heels 
and set offjfollowed by Mafarka, along the front of the 
bandit army. He leapt across the-already baking sand in 
ong, smooth, rhythmic strides, weaving his way between 
he boilers.whose-steaming rows linedsthe camp. 

And Mafarka was panting at his heels, dragging his 
body along: he was swaying rather than walking, pretending 
o fall at any moment on his tited, broken hocks. Sometimes 
he would.pass the palm of his hand painfully over his dust- 
burnt eyes, which he held half-closed to feign a painful 
purulence of the eyelids. 

À, strong smell ‘of pepper, urine, incense and 
cinnamon came over the slow puffs of wind,awhich lifted 
their cloaks of sand and laid them down again, from time to 
time, like the pilgrims of Mecca making salat. 

Mafarka had gone about two hundred paces when a 
huge tent, half scarlet and half black, rose up in front of 
him, ablaze with the reverberation of the sands. 

The irritated, forked geometry of this royal tent 
shredded the incandescent azure of the sky, and its brown 
ruffles, overloaded with green briolettes and bulging in the 
desert wind, looked at times like old hulks planted with 
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seaweed and moss. On the threshold stood a colossal negro, 
completely naked, from his broad feet to his massive head. 
His hair gracefully swayed in a multicoloured garden of 
ostrich and peacock feathers, and there was an air of casual 
elegance in his eyes and in his poses, at once lordly and 
nomadic, that was immediately charming. 

The lobes of his ears were studded with a slice of 
scented wood. 

It was the supreme chieftain Brafane-el-Kibir, 
personally supervising the work of a score of crouching 
soldiers who were carefully coating the iron of their spears 
with yellow poisons. 

Moullah crossed his arms over his chest and bent 
his backs After exchanging a fewwords in a low voice, the 
two chiefs beckoned Mafarka forward and disappeared into 
the tent. 

He slipped behind»them» through the triangular 
opening ‘and found himself inja warm, reddish gloom, 
where, along the ground, the silhouettes of warriors moved 
confusedly. 

A second doof, open at the back, led. directly into 
the central alley of the immense.camp, which, sttetehed as 
far as the ochre-colouted mountains ofBab-el-Foutouk. 
This main toad was criss-crossed on the right and left by an 
ocean of black and white horses, whose flying spittle, fierce 
manes, sweet smell and enthusiastic neighing seemed to 
swell the canvas of the tent. 

On an order from Bratane-cl-Kibir, the troops 
practiced forming into triangular divisions, so well that 
Mafarka could make out all the negro generals, crouched 
down, cross-legged on the mats, in a circle around him 

They all resembled Moullah in the way their faces 
shone under their hair, like metal still half buried in its 
gangue; but their bodies displayed a strange variety of 
colours. There were chests of an oily, stinking blackness, all 
felted with coarse hair; hands of hard, dry, greyish pepper, 
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shoulders of coffee, biceps blistered like yams, feet like big 
squashed potatoes, scaly, scaly feet, twisted like roots, and 
broad, mineralised toes. 

They were busy cleaning their weapons. So 
Mafarka, sitting next to Brafane-el-Kibir, was able to study, 
without seeming to do so, all the frightening cutlasses of the 
Balolo negroes, the Igou spears and the wooden javelins 
used by the Bangala hunters. But his eyes were suddenly 
drawn to a strange and complicated tool that Moullah was 
solemnly explaining how to use. It was a javelin two cubits 
long, shaped like a flattened branch, its broad flowers 
petalled with sharp blades, and its buds hooked like eagles' 
beaks. It had to be grasped by a small Jeather-covered 
handle and thrown horizontally in the manner of children 
who ticochet flat stones off the waves of the sea. 

Withy picturesque gesticulations, Moullah then 
deseribedyithe ravages ofthis terrible. weapon, which, 
suddenly brought ‘to life by the-impulse of the arm, went 
everywhere,- biting right and leftlcaping out of: torn 
stomachs to cling to other stomachs or faces, gouging out 
eyes, eats and, fingers, in its whirling; hilarious fight, 
automatically accelerated by a set of elastic legs: an irritated 
wasp with a gtudge, a raptor bird drunk: with) blood, 
panicking in a mass grave. 

Brafane-el-Kibir wasn't paying too much attention 
to him, preoccupied with a large lobster-shaped javelin 
whose hollowed-out belly he was carefully filling with the 
greenish contents, of a small sandstone bottle. Then he 
noted with pleasure that the claws; all pierced by a small 
capillary channel, were not blocked, as long as their tips 
bloomed with a green drop when he shook this sinister 
weapon. And then Mafarka recognised the poison from the 
cauldrons, which would trickle down into the wounds and 
produce immediate decomposition. 

He was also interested in other scorpion-shaped 
javelins and turtle-like head-breakers with sharp carapaces; 
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but when he suddenly caught sight of Brafane-el-Kibir's 
fierce, scrutinising gaze fixed on him, he murmured in a 
nasal, plaintive voice: 

“Will you, great lord of the negroes, make your 
miserable servant happy by giving him a little pure water to 
wash his eyes? For their burning has become unbearable!” 

Brafane-el-Kibir turned towards the back of the 
tent: 

“Jacoub, look into this beggar's eyes.” 

An old negto wrapped in reddish skins stepped 
forward. After sticking his hooked.nose like a decrepit 
vulture into Mafatka's eyes, he grumbled: 

“The simoun has eaten your eyes. You won't be 
able to look at the sun for much longer! But I'll give you a 
few drops of Rahan to ease your pain.” 

Then he disappeared” into ` af dark corner. and 
reappeared" few moments later holding up a yellowish vial. 

“There's some teally good stuff in this,’ he says, 
“rose water, lettuce water, essence of iris and plantain.’’ 

Then Mafarka‘knelt down, his:head tilted back; and 
Jacoub. slowly dripped a thin stream of whitish. water into 
the corner of his tight eye. 

But before he could be touched.by-the liquid, the 
patient twisted and gasped with a cry so heartbreaking that 
all the negro chiefs leapt to their feet, booing him and 
hurling ironic insults. 

“Come on, stop screaming, you old scavenger, and 
hurry up with your story if you want Brafane-el-Kibir to 
give you something to eat!” 

Then Mafarka got up slowly and came to sit next to 
Moullah; then he massaged his chest twice, back and forth, 
saying: 

“Would you, great king of the negros, like me to tell 
you the amusing story of the horse dealer, the stuffed fish 
and the devil?...” 

“I don't mind,” replied Brafane-el-Kibir, gesturing 
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towards the back of the room. 

Servants immediately came and placed in the 
middle of the circle an earthen brazier where incense sticks 
were burning and a large tray containing smoking pipes, 
each fixed in its metal bed. Brafane took the largest, which 
had a long bamboo pipe and a small copper bowl hemmed 
with jade, and after taking two long puffs, he grumbled: 

“Speak...” 

“It's of Mafarka-el-Bar I speak!” said the storyteller 
in a voice that sounded broken by asthma and veiled by a 
catarrh of old age. “Yousmay not know that the King of 
Tell-el-Kibir was once a mere horse trader at the Rimlabour 
fair. In truth, he was very tich and highly esteemed among 
all the horse traders, given the number and beauty of the 
horses) that pranced around him as he haggled;.calam in 
hand, sittingson his mat in his beautiful purple silk galabieh. 
A demonmdisguised as arich-metchant slipped through the 
bustling of the faitand immediately stopped in awe of one 
of Mafarka's horses, which attracted..everyone's attention 
because of its truly exttaordinaty colours... It was a superbe 
stallion, all black except for the mane and tail;~which were as 
red as two torches...” 

“And his cock, how was it?” rumbled Brafane-el- 
Kibir, biting the long bamboo of his pipe. 

All the negroes laughed loudly and the jerks of their 
recumbent bodies made their rough, dry sex rattle against 
the glassware.and leather sheaths they wore on.their belts. 

“The cock...: continued-the storyteller, smiling, 
“the cock on this horse was the colour of purple! But its tip 
was inlaid with sapphires... like the one that the young girls 
of Tell-el-Kibir dream about on the eve of their wedding...” 

At these words, an enormous wave of gaiety caused 
the voices of the negroes to clatter together like pebbles on 
the beach; and their hilarity spread outside the tent, reaching 
all the warhorses, which neighed wildly with joy, in the 
dishevelled glare of the sun. 
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“So,” said the false beggar, raising his voice, “the 
demon paid three thousand piastres without haggling, then 
eapt into the saddle and dashed out of the city. He soon 
realised to his horror that the mane and tail of his beast lit 
up in the wind, so that it spread fire everywhere as it passed 
hrough the narrow streets of the villages, where the houses 
ouch each other at the muzzle... So he tried to swim across 
rivers, but his stallion wouldn't extinguish despite the deep 
water... In the forests he galloped through, he dug a hole as 
hot as the mouth of a furnace! It was April... when the 
beasts need to copulate together And this cursed stallion 
never met a marë he didn't want to have. Exhilarated by the 
scent of wet vulva, he waved his whipping mane. against the 
flanks of the female, who was ‘startled by the burn and 
unleashed terrible kicks. Three times the demon was thrown 
off in this-way, despite being an excellent rider... On the 
third occasion, he broke his-arm!” 

“Furious, at, being’ so badly reduced by such an 
expensive mount, the demon returnedto Rimlabour and ran 
to invite Matarka-el-Bat to dinner. Then, having cut ‘off the 
stallion's penis, he cooked it skillfully and ordered it to be 
setved:at table that evening in the hall of his palace; whose 
windows drew in the green breath and salty:freshness of the 
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sea. 


“The cooks stuffed the zeb with curdled milk, 
seasoning it so well with violets and cinnamon that an 
exquisite, warm, sweet smell wafted voluptuously through 
the whole house. And in the evening, the young, titillated 
maids snooped at the doors of the banqueting hall, flicking 
their tongues and rubbing their breasts to overcome a sweet 
pruritus...” 

“Here is an admirable fish!” said the demon to 
Mafarka, crossing his legs in front of the mat on which the 
transfigured horse-cock shone in its chiselled gold tray. 
“Here's a fish of unknown shape and sublime taste! You can 
eat the whole thing, because I enjoyed one just like it this 
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morning, and I don't want to spoil the pleasure by repeating 
it!” 

“Mafarka did not hesitate, and having taken the so- 
called fish with both hands, he began to push it slowly into 
his enormous mouth, slicing it with his teeth like a banana. 
As soon as he had swallowed it whole, rolling his eyes drunk 
with happiness, he began to blow loudly with all his lungs... 
‘We have to open the windows! - Too hot! Still too hot! 
There's no air in the city tonight!... No air on the seal... This 
gulf is too narrow! We'd be better off naked! Take off your 
clothes!’ he said to the-demon, who.obeyed at once. Then 
Mafarka grabbed the young maids who were serving the 
meal and tumbled them onto the cushions, one after the 
other, laughing like a madman: They also laughed and 
shouted in turn: “Oofl..., my beautiful stallion, just-stick your 
headin my-little muff! Ohl... just your head! Yes!... Ouch!” 

“Amd Mafarka's violence increased as he went from 
one to the othets. Suddenly, he leapt furiously at the 
demon, shouting: “Your palace belongs to me! Go away! If 
you don't get out of here, I'll split your cheeks open! His 
penis had elongated so strangely in his aggressive rush that 
the frightened. demon fled from his palace and didn't dare 
enter it again!” 

“These last words were muffled by countless bursts 
of laughter: it was like an avalanche of stones in the sound 
cavity of a quarry.” 

Brafane-cl-Kibir, lying “on his stomach with his 
elbows on the mat, was giggling with joys his mouth split 
from ear to ear, under the multicoloured garden of his 
agitated head of hair; and his chin jerked in the palm of his 
hands with each laugh that shook his powerful back, that of 
an enormous black lizard. 

But he suddenly leapt to his feet, watching, 
listening... 

Everyone fell silent to listen too. A confused 
murmur was coming from the opposite end of the camp. 
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Almost immediately the dancing silhouette of a 
galloping rider appeared at the end of the road, beneath the 
mountains of Bab-el-Foutouk, whose ochre-coloured flanks 
wete covered in a blackish swarm. 

“Is this the army of Faras-Magalla?” demanded 
Brafane-el-Kibir. 

“Yes!” replied Moullah, “I can see his first captain 
Gakor running towards us at full speed... He has a good 
horse!” 

“They hurried to open a passage for him in front of 
the threshold of the tentybetweentthe wagons.” 

Whinnies erupted in a swirl of sunlit dust, to the 
clash of stirrups and the thud of kicks against the leather of 
shields...) The din had barely ceased when Gakot's athletic 
body stood out against the light in the triangular formation. 
His chest -was heaving and_his black, shoulders, dripping 
with sweat, gleamed in ‘the sunlight: 

“Great chief of the negroes,” he said, “Fatas- 
Magalla greets you and_asks for your*orders.” 

“You will tell Faras-Magalla thatthe. great chief of 
he negroes salutes him and commands him-to stand still 
with his army in front of the village of Bab-el-Foutouk!” 

After having said these words,Brafane-el-Kibir 
urned back to the storyteller, who continued: 

“Mafarka-cl-Bar, feeling exhausted, wanted to sleep 
in the cool of the sea, so he had à soft bed laid out on the 
errace ovetlooking the harbour breakwater The sailing 
ships moored there were almost touching’ the palace wall, 
and their beams, extending over the balustrade, formed a 
picturesque roof of coloured canvas and fragrant wood over 
the improvised bed. Mafarka stretched out his body 
voluptuously on the bed, but his eleven cubits of 
interminable sex was too cumbersome! So he thought of 
carefully rolling it up, like a cable, at the foot of his bed: this 
done, he fell sound asleep. The next morning, a sailor 
whose eyes were still cloudy from sleep mistook the limb 
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for a rope and attached it firmly to the canvas of a jib. Then 
he threw it over the parapet to the sailors on the bow of the 
ship. They began to pull in rhythm, shouting: ‘Heave-ho! 
Heave-ho!’ to get the boat into gear. Immediately, the huge 
prick began to harden, lifting the jib high and unfurling it as 
it lapped up the wind. And so Mafarka, still asleep, was 
carried away in a light flight, sailing on the waves of the sea 
with his sex stiffened like a vibrating mast, under the sail 
inflated by the favourable breeze. It is said that he soon 
landed at Tell-el-Kibir, where King Boubassa, enticed by 
these marvellous adventures, wanted to personally 
experience the viftues of such a miraculousteock. Mafarkael- 
Bar, it is said, was quick to. please the kingnand taking 
advantage of the submissive posture the latter had assumed, 
he gagged him, chained him up and snatched the sceptre 
from’ him! = 

‘What became of the demon's horse?” interrupted 
Brafane-el-Kibir. 

“Tt-galloped through the desert in search of it’s 
prick. Ohy you've-no doubt already.seen him, atdusk, 
leaping across the are of the horizon, waving his ‘flaming 
mane and flooding the valleys with the fountain of blood 
that gushes from his belly!.... The devils- horse, seems 
particularly attracted by the large .cavalry encampments, 
which it strives to circle at full gallop, tracing an immense 
red circle. with the inexhaustible flow of its blood, which 
causes everywhere pestilence and death!...” 

“Bewate,. great chief of the negroes, for this beast, 
enraged by the most agonising pain; knows no obstacles to 
its frenzied dash!... Whole armies have been seen to agonise 
and perish, men and beasts alike, a few hours after the 
terrible horse with the gaping belly had passed over the 
front of their banner... You may soon be contemplating it, 
over there, on the sinuous line of the shore.” 

At these words, all the Negro warriors rushed 
forward in great tumult, pushing their frizzy heads out of 
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the triangular opening of the tent. But all they could see was 
the blazing sun, bent over the golden waves of the sea. 

“Oh, the hour has yet to come!” said Mafarka 
immediately. And besides, I know a very sure way of 
warding off his evil spells!) You have to dance and sing 
loudly, and drink lots of intoxicating beverages, because he's 
afraid of the tom-tom and the smell of alcohol puts him to 
flight! 

At this, Brafane-el-Kibir raised his arms to heaven 
and shouted: 

“Oh, I knowshow to break her mortal spell! 
Moullah, bring all the sacred dancers herek.. Then go and 
ell Toulam,to choose from among his herds a long-bearded 
black goat, the most magnificent of all goats! Its neck must 
be adorned with blue and:green jewels! We have to take him 
from one -end of the camp. to the other so that all the 
demons hiding in the tentsscan throw themselves into his 
body... When he's full of them, we'll slit his throat... In the 
meantime -bring this. beggar something to satisfy his 
hunger...” 

Moullah immediately came out “of the tent, 
distributing orders. Servants rushed around Mafarka. 
Brafane shouted to them: 

“Fetch me twenty jars full of rum! I want more to 
be distributed to the soldiers, so that they can drink and 
then copulate with their wives, liberally, until the evening!...” 

A gteat clamour spread across the immense ocean 
of rumps, amid the leaping hilarity-of the manes. And in the 
midst of this commotion Mafarka-el-Bar, crouched among 
the coloured bowls, devoured, without looking up, a plate 
of pilau, a large piece of hallahoua and a slice of fresh 
coconut. 

The light was beginning to fade in the tent when 
the dancers slowly entered with a sad, monotonous rustle of 
shells. All dressed in beige dresses with scarlet embroidery, 
they moved forward, shuffling their feet under the soft jerk 
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of their throbbing torsos, following step by step an old 
Negress who presided, an ivory cane in her hand, ecstatic 
and solemn. She was directing the movements of this 
human snake, whose capricious head was forming ovals, 
arabesques and great elastic circles. 

The skirts of the dancers fanned the faces of the 
wartiors, who drank crouched down, passing large jugs full 
of rum between themselves. Sometimes the negroes got up 
to mingle with the dancers. You could see them fluttering 
and moving through the ranks of the procession with 
convulsive leaps, shaking their shell-embossed hips. And the 
general movement was punctuated by the sounds of a long- 
necked, twosstringed viol which a\dwarf huddled in a corner 
was torturing tirelessly. It was a strange instrument whose 
sounding board was made from the shell of a hollowed-out, 
rustling turtle. It sounded like the eerie hum of countless 
green flies/layine their eggs in-the belly of a floating carrion. 

Then the»,tom-toms, cymbals, derboukas and 
benjohs erupted- loudly, and the™solemnity of a» dull, 
dragging dance, all arms and wrists, imposed its, terror, 
slowing. its’ cadences ‘little by little as the=brawl\ of the 
rancorous and vindictive instruments grew) angrier, all 
eaping against the roof of the tent, to piercé it with their 
eeth and climb to the sky... A drumming shower of hard 
hands awakened the rhythm of the dance, which was 
accelerating with anguish. An odd rhythm, chopped up, 
rampled “by. suffocating syncopations, which brutally 
snatched away the’ breath... Yellow-cries sawed through the 
lips, harsh sounds tugged at the»throats and deep sobs 
racked the stomachs. Then, under a vehement gust of 
error, all the women unleashed their limbs in search of 
madness! No doubt they wanted to tear the last shreds of 
conscience and willpower from their breasts. All at once, all 
ogether, they fell to their knees, their ramps swinging back 
and forth like a diabolical pendulum. 

And the metal still lashed out in relentless insect 
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bites; the irritated splinters of wood screamed like living 
flesh. It was all the scorpions and horned vipers of the 
desert shattering the rocks in a scorching, blinding musical 
light. 

From the opposite end of the camp came from 
time to time interminable houhous of funeral mourners, cut 
off by the barking of dogs and the gushing hiccups of 
drunkards. 

For a mist of terror crawled with the hot smoke of 
alcohol over this infernal whirlpool. 

The trampleddance now unfolded, in violent 
disorder, a figuration of fishing by the breath, from the 
joyful departure of the bark canoes to the skinning of 
enormous fish on the pebbles of the beach. 

But the most determined of the dancers had left the 
circle, tearing furiously at their clothes; from which their 
steaming »breasts spilled ever onto, slender, muscular 
bamboo ‘waists. Some had hotse-like ramps glistening with 
sweat and-marble breasts. Some negresses, slender and oily, 
sprang clastically from this human press, like a piece,of soap 
slipping through the hands. 

Their voices gasped in a mournful, monotonous 
throat-snapping that rocked the bodies packed together into 
the dark corners, jumbled together, drowsy or already dead 
from alcohol. 

And still/ the pungent music was bouncing here and 
there, whipping up the swirling silhouettes of the black-blue 
warriors in the shadows, where there floated a sour, rancid 
and sweet smell of wet sex. Theysall breathed the fierce, 
fragrant soul of the cursed goat whose throat was no doubt 
being slit in some faraway pit, its death rattle muffled by the 
giant murmur that covered the four great armies. 

Then, Mafarka-el-Bar, sensing the imminence of a 
terrible rut around him, and judging that the moment had 
come to execute his stratagem, crept surreptitiously to the 
feet of Brafa-el-Kibir, who was staggering drunkenly in the 


74 


opening of the tent. 

“Brafane, oh great Brafane,” he said, “look out 
there on the seal There! There's the terrible horse with the 
gaping belly! There he is! It's the devil's horse!” 

At these words, all the negroes rushed out of the 
tent, jostling and trampling Mafarka, who was clinging to 
Brafane's waist. 

“Yes! Yes! I recognise it! It's the devil's horse 
galloping across the seal... Look Brafane, his mane of 
flames!... His scarlet entrails flooding the sky! Hurry, make 
haste! Launch your cavalry againsthim! Truly, I swear itl... 
the empire of the world belongs to the man.who can reach 
him and grab him by the manel...”’ 

But ,Brafane-el-Kibir didn't understand, and 
brandishing a puzzle in-one hand and an assegai in the 
other, he jerked about in a thousand grotesque ways, fixing 
his stupidyeyes on Mafarka. 

The drunken negroes staggered about as if on the 
deck of aship, clinging-to their leaderas if to a mast; but he 
pushed them back angrily, shouting explosive orders. to the 
wartiors ‘standing on the spear-ridden front of the: phalanx, 
which stretched out endlessly, like a giant boa piereed by 
countless arrows. 

The four great armies spread’ out into the exultant 
madness of the sunset: a tawny blaze of manes and tails on a 
tide of rumps that would beat the escarpments of Bab-el- 
Foutouk fat and wide. 

These mountains loomed-up_ inathe east, in an 
atmosphere of bluish gold, like monstrous gems of violet 
ice, with deep gorges and valleys of sapphire. 

“Ah, Brafane!” added Mafarka plaintively, “if I were 
still as strong and agile as I once was, in the days of my 
youth, I would ask you to lend me a war stallion to give 
chase to the devil's horse! But, alas, old age has broken me, 
and I no longer know how to stand in the saddle!” 

“No! no!” cried Brafane-el-Kibir, laughing loudly. 
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“You have to try anyway! Come on! yes! It's an excellent 
idea! Toulam!... Moullah! Come here, you! You're going to 
see something very amusing!... O beggar, beloved of all 
desert beggars, I want to grant you an incredible honour, by 
allowing you... ah! ah! to ride Nebid, my great war horsel... 
Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!... Yes!... You're going to ride him.” 

All the negroes, stumbling in the shackles of 
drunkenness, rushed tumultuously around Brafane-el-Kibir, 
who had grabbed Mafarka by the arm. 

“But Nebid had to be saddled up straight away! 
Where were the stable hands?” 

All thewiled-up negroes trembled with joy as they 
saw the pitiful beggar writhing in terror at Brafane-el-Kibir's 
feet. 

Small orange blossom came in slow puffs from a 
point on the fiery coast, the’ flare of which formed a 
sheltered anid fertile harbour: Andsthese vast wafts of fresh 
airlwere pierced bythe biting aeridity of rotting seaweed. 

Brafane voluptuously soaked. his nostrils with it, 
shouting rude and childish quips in Mafarka's ear, to the 
extrordinary delighted this pack of delirious negroes. 

At last Nebid appeared. He was a black stallion with 
a huge chest; his quivering bridle seemed-to have large, 
invisible, pulsating wings that would.carry him off into the 
sky at any moment. 

He was leaping forward in a frenzy, lunging forward 
in spite of the double effort of two athletic megroes, who 
were obliged to tun, holding him by the reins on both sides. 
They tried to lower his formidable neck, but at every 
moment you could see them hanging on with all their 
weight so as not to be lifted by the beast. 

No one in the camp was unaware that a single 
whinny from Nebid was enough to draw all the horses of 
the four armies into battle. So a great crowd of warriors 
thronged to witness the imminent spectacle. Dancers sat 
huddled together like swallows in front of the threshold of 
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the royal tent, under which the vibration of flails was heard 
through the nocturnal air. 

“Come on!” shouted Brafane-el-Kibir. “Hurry up! 
You've talked too much about horses today!... Quick, get on 
your horse! You must resurrect your old mastery! Come on, 
with courage!” 

And Mafarka was crying his eyes out and shaking all 
over, begging the negroes to spare him from certain death. 

But kicking him and swearing at him, they had 
already lifted him into the saddle. Mafarka crouched there, 
embracing Nebid's neck with hands-clasped in terror... But 
it was only for.a moment, as his feet werevalready reaching 
for the stirrups and his hands were slyly grasping the bridles. 
Suddenly, he bit the horse's neck and it leapt like a huge 
wave over a rock. With a sudden movement, Mafarka-el-Bar 
freed himself from his heavy rags, and clutching the beast's 
sinewy flanks between his bare hocks, he hurled forth like a 
bolt. 

Brafane-el-Kibir was frightened and frozen in place, 
his arms and sex flailing, his eyes seized by the prodigious 
momentum of ‘this unexpected escape. Then, with pain 
brutally opening his mind, he letiout a terrible roar All the 
chiefs responded with howls of fury, waving their fluffy 
heads and windmill arms. And the clamour grew louder and 
ouder, spreading from one camp to the next, raising a dust 
of cries and shaking the vast bristling of spears, ander the 
smoke of the boilers, which twisted like enormous snakes 
flayed alive. ‘The setting sun riddled them with its long 
arrows, exaggerating the disarray of the warriors who ran 
hither and thither in search of their mounts. 

Brafane-el-Kibir, finally sober, had grabbed a saury 
horse by the bridles at random; he leapt onto it and, leaning 
forward, puffed out his vast chest, thunder in his voice: 

“On horseback!... On horseback!... Let the drums, 
crotales, derboukahs and benjohs sing}... Formation!... Form 
up in a straight line!... Spear in arm! Hold on to each other 
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like brothers! Hold your beast firmly between your legs, as a 
wife holds her husband who impregnates her! We're going 
to hunt down the horse with the gaping belly on all sides, 
he cursed horse of the Devil, before it rounds the campl... I 
have seen it!... I have seen it!... And the Devil too!... The 
Devil passed under my tent!... He was disguised as a 
beggar!... It was he who stole Nebid from mel... There he 
isl... over there!... That swirl of gold on the sea is his 
breath.” 

“Moullah!... Rouzoum!... Toulam!... Give the order 
o mountl... Arrange youtithreearmies.in three tight rows so 
hat they form ayhuge cavalry front touching the horizon on 
both sides!. Know that the empite of the world belongs to 
he man who can grab this evil beast by the mane!” 

The fire-feathered chiefs. could be seen. galloping 
along the front of the banners, vociferating hoarse orders 
with sinister crackles in their throats; they were trying to 
make. themselves ‘heard despite» the rustling swell of the 
weapons and the fiery neighing of the horses pawing, with 
angry) impatience between the knees of ‘the. negroes; who 
were themselves barely restrained from leaping. forward. 

Then the war-songs burst forth. Tam-tams, oblong 
drums, sound vessels with, donkey-skin..bottoms, fiddles 
with bamboo bellies and nerves, fifes and crotales cut 
through the massive, dust-caked heat. 

Finally, Brafane-el-Kibir, standing in his stirrups, 
raised his tight spear high towards. the freshapink of the 
zenith and opened his huge mouth, uttering a vast lion's 
roar: 
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“Forward! Forward!... 

Then the front of the three armies, joined end to 
end, shook in its entire length of a hundred thousand cubits, 
with its shouts, its spears and its swords standing upright, to 
the cawing of hens, children and women. 

The trot quickly turned to a gallop. 

The right wing, commanded by Moullah, was made 
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up of white horses, as thin as antelopes and bursting under 
their manes and cascading tails. They surged forward like a 
great horizontal river. 

The left wing, commanded by Rouzoum and made 
up entirely of black horses, bubbled in its first burst like a 
colossal bituminous smoke, whose rounded croups and 
necks formed dripping and pressing globules 

After crossing a thousand cubits, Mafarka-el-Bar 
had turned to the right, gradually approaching the front of 
the cavalry. 

Nebid, suddenly recognising the manes of his 
friends, began to/neigh tremendously. 

Assall Brafane's, Rouzoum's and Toulam's horses 
responded to, this call with vehement and feverish salutes, 
Mafarka-cl-Bar turned bridle again and pushed Nebid 
owafds thespromontory of Foulgam, where he hoped to 
drag the thtee armies. 

But'he changed his aimawhen he saw behind him 
he two wings rédoubling their speedsto such an extent that 
hey jbegany to. swirl and fold in on their centre: The 
squadron on board had to, slow, down its gallop and turned 
on the spot like the pivot of a fan that closes with. little 
jerks. 

Mafarka thought that these two masses of warriors 
could simply slit cach other's throats: So he continued to 
gallop ahead of the centre, accelerating the pace of his 
stallion whowas panicking at the crackling of the dry grass. 
Nebid jerked and lunged like a panther, making flourishes 
and yellow arabesques in the dust. 

Mafarka often had to close his eyes to avoid being 
blinded and, leaning over the withers, he listened to the 
monotonous, glassy crumpling of the trampled undergrowth 
and, far away, the cascading noise made by the sandy slopes 
as they crumbled under the load. 

Sometimes, turning right or left, he could see the 
profile of this fantastic ride waving like the undulating crest 
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of a forest half-submerged in an ocean of golden sands. 

Then the front of the negro cavalry rode down the 
slope of a hill; the two wings then seemed to trample 
eachother on the spot, like the breakwaters of a quiet port 
under the wrath of the waves of the open sea. 

But one could divine their increasing speed by the 
din that filled the horizon. The hurricane of breaths, the 
echoes of leaders, the clash of shields and of spears mingled 
with the roar of the earth, which grumbled as if suffering a 
tragic disembowelment. 

The thoroughbreds cartied with them the gaunt and 
restive steeds, fof everyone, man and beastpfelt the funereal 
shadow of Gogorrou, the, black goddess .of battles, 
advancing in long strides, treading the purple mountains of 
Bab-el4Foutouk. 

Andathe negro horsemen,.in theif trajectories of lost 
lightning, would furtively turn their eyes to see, far behind 
hem, her straight yellow torso rising like a phantom obelisk, 
beneath the énotmous charcoal cube*of her head. 

As she could not bend her back*or her rigid neck, 
she spun with all her huge legs on her bent-hocks; letting 
her numerous.udders float around her, like colossal gourds, 
on the crimson stream of the clouds. 

It was Gogorrou, with her elbows at her sides and 
her arms outstretched, swinging her heavy sandy hands in 
rhythm with the isochronous agility of her rocky knees! 

Mafarka-el-Bar paid litde attention, busy as he was 
calculating the angle formed bythe two wings of the 
terrifying horse. The angle was obtuse, but it was becoming 
straighter and straighter. He told himself that when this 
angle was finally acute, he would be able to imprison them 
in the trap his cunning had just constructed. 

Then he blew a gust of discordant screams into 
Nebid's ear and gouged his neck with his teeth; and he 
plunged his hand into the bleeding wound and rubbed the 
glands with blood. 
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The beautiful steed, intoxicated, sprang like a 
spting, so violently that it plunged into the muddy ground 
of a pothole, where its front legs sank deeply. 

Mafarka immediately freed his feet from the 
stirrups and began to lift Nebid, stroking his throbbing 
neck. Then he threw handfuls of sand into the wind, which 
picked them up and whirled them away like giant spinning 
tops. 

As they whirled round, they ran towards the ranks 
of the negroes who were absorbed in their frantic race. For 
a long time, Mafarka had seen the black generals, girded 
with fire, galloping along the contour of, the multitude. 
Then they disappeared in the swirls of the cavalcade that 
devoured them with the gluttonous bubbling of speed, with 
the rayenous and circular, gesture of cyclones. 

Mafatka was finally able to get back in the saddle 
and push,Nebid, whom he was' spurring atrociously, into a 
gallop. But it was, too late: he feltdostl... 

At that moment, the two wings, the white and the 
blacky which were now racing against. each other, with an 
irresistible impulse, were only a thousand cubits apart. 

Rouzoum's negroes, suddenly hallucinated, shouted: 
“El Bar!... El Bar!” “The sea! The sea!” _for-they took the 
negroes of Moullah, mounted on their snowy horses, for 
black rocks emerging from a foaming sea, whose imagined 
smell was already intoxicating tiders and mounts. 

Then the two vehement masses charged in a dream, 
each rushing like a blind colossus-againstythe rum-tum of 
cries that they could feel coming from afar. The warriors 
were lying on their necks, their whole bodies drawn forward 
by the vomit of their voices, over the head of the beast that 
madness was pulling them by the nostrils towards a fatal 
slaughterhouse. 

The two columns of cavalry rolled like monstrous 
wrecks on an ocean of dust, with their sinous spears 
bristling like broken masts. 
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Mafarka could hear the voices around him 
clamouring and tearing like sails in a shipwreck. Now was 
his opportunity. He seized it. 

As the line of squadrons on the right scattered in a 
gyratory movement to go over the crest of a mamelon hill, 
Mafarka saw, beyond a fold in the ground, a space of a 
hundred cubits, planted with scrub, where only three 
horsemen were running. 

Now, turning Nebid towards this point, he shot 
him like an arrow, into a hail of earth and stones. 

There was no-time to losein passing between them! 
Unfortunately, twenty paces further on, this last 
hope was dashed with a loud cry of tage, as. the three riders 
instinctively closed ranks. 

Where to go? Mafarka bent his torso. forward, 
buried his-head in the mane of bis horse, whose neck he 
bent withyharsh shakes, andwrushed against the belly of the 
allest of the three, negroes. The latter's horizontal spear 
passed over Mafarka's back, and™he unhorsed him by 
catching him at the waist in the vice of hisight arm. 

The Negro rider fell like a heavy sack. of stones, 
with a crash. 

Délivrance et victoire! 

Mafarka-el-Bar arrêta net Nebid, cent coudées plus 
loin, et le força à pitouetter sur place. 

C'est alors que) son: cœur se cabra#d’ivresse 
triomphale, avec le superbe étalon noir qui, debout, pattes 
au ciel, humait»déja la chaude fré- nésie de imminent 
carnage 

Les instants qui précédèrent le formidable choc 
parurent interminables et suffocants à Mafarka, qui, enfin, 
enfin!... respira à pleins poumons. Ses yeux, gonflés de 
larmes joyeuses, jouissaient voluptueusement de cette 
tragédie aux cent mille personnages. 

L'une contre l’autre, les deux ailes de l’innombrable 
cavalerie s’emboitérent avec un vacarme étourdissant. 
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Ce fut d’abord le ballottement d’un océan nocturne, 
où des îles volcaniques naissaient à miracle parmi les cahots 
et les rugissements des ressacs. On voyait çà et la 
bouillonner des monceaux de croupes sursautantes sous le 
flottement sinistre des cavaliers décapités, les bras tendus, 
qui nageaient sur leurs montures en remous. 

Puis il se forma un monstrueux échafaudage de 
pattes et de crinières, qui se débattit longtemps dans un 
inextricable embarras de lances et s’effondra tout à coup de 
lassitude, comme une grande construction lacustre dans un 
lac de poix. 

Mais, comme la nuit africaine rabattait sur le désert 
ses ailes deaterreur grise, les Vents, fos- soyeurs géants et 
aveugles fau visage de suic, s’élancèrent au pas de course de 
tous les points de horizon. 

Leurs manteaux de laine humide et jaune cla- 
quaient lugubrement, tandis. qu’ils coufaient tous sut le 
contour de l’effroyable hécatombe, en vomissant des injures 
et des crachats sur les moribonds. Parfois, comme pout un 
sinistre rappel, ils agitaient convulsivement leurs mentons et 
leurs barbes de feri: alors, par pelletées.énormes ils 
soulevaient le sable rouge du dernier crépusculesct le 
langaient sur le dégonflement. de: cette_incommensurable 
charogne. 

Cependant que là-bas, très loin, devant les sombres 
montagnes de Bab-el-Foutouk, Jes fumées des chaudières à 
poisons se tordaient, toutes roses, comme des serpents 
fabuleux, ouvrant.trés haut leurs yeux d'étoiles ingénues. 
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Chapter III 
The dogs of the sun 


At midday the next day, Mafarka and his brother 
Magamal were chatting on the citadel's inner terrace, both 
lying flat on crimson cushions and cradling their chins in the 
hollows of their open hands. Their gazes wandered, from 
time to time, to the fabric of the sea, where sailboats tilted 
on the silk, all their canvas to the»wind, motionless on the 
flowering waves; like butterflies pumping pollen from the 
light. 

“We're no different from those sailing ships, whose 
impetuous movement is revealed by nothing but. the little 
foam thatetheir bow gently pushes aside. I should be 
satisfied with myself and proud of my power, which has 
destroyed, in a single day, the two great armies of Brafane- 
el-Kibir andToulam... But, alas, doesithe Sun see the dusty 
hordes raised by Our footsteps, and the cities swept away by 
the backs of our hands? And we forget=love’ and the 
blessed lips of women! We forget feasts refreshed by, calm 
smiles, for the raucous intoxication..of domination. What 
will be left of us when the sun has absorbed us like puddles 
of rain?” 

“Nothing, brother, but I. find that nothing equals 
he joy of splitting our enemies" hearts open like a ripe 
pomegranate and. savoring the seeds one by one! Women's 
kisses are bland...” 

“You're tight! But won't you ever be nostalgic for a 
peaceful youth, bathed in music and perfume?... Take a 
ook! There, in that courtyard, you see that crouching 
Negress peeling an orange... How red the peel is in her 
hands! There, there, by that shimmering water, hopping 
hrough those little blue-tiled canals among the mauve 
irises!... Those are irises, yes, and wild almond trees! My 
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nostrils can already imagine the sour perfume, pink and 
pure!...” 

As he said these words, from the end of the town a 
frightful din arose, reaching from closer and closer all the 
ramparts and lifting a thousand arms with the confused 
agitation of cloths on drying racks, when the wind blows 
and twists with a dusting voice... 

The mouthpieces of the lookouts endlessly 
prolonged their great tubular cries, forcing an atmosphere 
of incandescent ash. 

“It's the surviving "army Faras-Magalla's!” said 
Magamal, his hand shading his cyes as he explored the 
yellow horizon beyond the smoky, sybilline geometry. 

“Yes, I see," said Mafarka, climbing like a,monkey 
to the top terrace. 

Standing with his arms in. the ait, he shouted in his 
blue voice: 

“Ta ilahaillallah!...” 

At-once, the whelks answered:with a cavernous, wet 
voice: And yet the chalky whiteness of the ramparts, began 
to blacken with a blackish swarming fromwhich rose; from 
the distance, „warlike howls echoing the rallying signal 
evetywhete. 

The city was ready for battle, and the ptide of 
dominating it as one dominates the tamed body of a 
mistress burst forth in Mafarka's eyes; he and his brother 
descended, with long strides, down to the ramparts. 

To the wight and the left, he saw the crowd of 
soldiers confusedly stirring in thesbarracks courtyard and 
streaming over the terraces of the towers, shouting, like 
water in a tank leaping and sloshing over the edges. 

“Mafarka! Mafarka! Look!” said Magamal, leaning 
between the battlements. “Look over there! Those are herds 
of goats advancing!” 

“Ah! bah! goats? Impossible!” 

“Yes, they are beasts, this immense wave whose 
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edges undulate and widen like an oil stain!” 

But they then had to lie flat on their stomachs, for a 
gust of simoun passed over their heads, shaving off the hair 
of the sea, which was beginning to arch its back. 

The whole city draped itself in the tumultuous folds 
of a great mantle of sand, its slopes violently striking the 
vibrating brazen gates on their hinges. 

Arching their backs and keeping their heads down, 
they moved forward, closing their eyes, clinging to the 
battlements, crawling on their knees and, in turn, throwing 
themselves face down-under theygalloping simoun, which 
redoubled its violence. 

It looked, at times, like a blazing, uprooted forest 
that the, hurricane had rolled across the sky, jumbled with 
hordes of demons cavorting and juggling red firebrands. 

Thessimoun multiplied its fantastic appearances, 
one aftetythe other. A herd. of clouds, horned like bulls, 
tumbled ‘over thésrouted demons. Their braying bodies, 
skewered on gleaming horns like crescent moons, could be 
seen wriggling. And nothing resisted the, relentlessness of 
these impetuous: clouds, which leafed through.the roofs like 
books, crumpling the walls like paper. 

A. start, and there they were, whirling in mid-air! 
Only the War Giraffes remained unshaken, massed on the 
rampatts, standing on their leaden legs, arching their oak 
backs and long heads sttetched back with granite blocks 
between their hooked teeth. 

Threatening and terrible, they floated on the tossing 
of this ocean of fire, waiting for the order to bulge their 
loins, unleashing the formidable muscles of their necks. 

Magnificent was their example of heroism and 
strength, as they withstood the avalanches of sand and the 
rushes of celestial unicorns. 

As the simoun passed, Mafarka and Magamal 
looked up and found themselves drowned in a bruhaha 
amid the ebb and flow of a thousand overheated, 
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gesticulating bodies. 

It was at the most advanced point of the ramparts, 
on the esplanade of the fortress of Niki-Alofa, whose walls, 
two hundred cubits high, were thick as three men and 
plunged into the countryside, forming a spur with granite 
foundations. All the captains of Tell-el-Kibir's army were 
gathered there, violently arguing with the lookouts, who 
claimed to have spotted, during the simoun's pauses, an 
innumerable herd of dogs galloping towards the town. The 
news seemed as improbable as it was absurd. 

Mafarka listened™to them for a moment, then 
abruptly left them to approach the War Giraffes arranged 
before him.in battle formation, 

And his step grew proudly louder, with an 
imperious cadence, as he advanced. 

It was the proud intoxication of an inventor, that 
shone inyhis eyes, as he» carefully inspected these great 
machines with their,crudely sculpted animal forms. 

He moved their levers to setin motion their swivel 
heads, which “were designed to throw at, a. distance, like 
slingshots, large leather pouches full of boiling water or 
pitch: 

But they weren't all loaded; Mafarka immediately 
called one of the machine operators’ to inquire about the 
quantity of ammunition. Then he slowly examined the 
springs of the projectile bags fitted with automatic wings. 

For a moment, he frowned to discovered a hub that 
didn't mesh smoothly due to a lack of grease. 

“You know very well, idiot; that the wings have to 
open automatically under air pressure for the projectile bags 
to glide like birds, flying far away.” 

He then moved on to another Giraffe, which had 
spting-loaded legs that allowed it to bend without breaking 
under the violent impact of the enemy. 

“Come on! Quick! Set the spring-loaded heads in 
motion!” 
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The wobble was swift. Almost immediately, the 
Giraffes were seen slowly swinging in place, using a system 
of reels and springs. They were hoisted with cables pulled 
by the very buffaloes that had carted them from the depths 
of the barracks. 

To better observe them, Mafarka had climbed up 
onto the battlements and, standing with arms folded, 
watched the buffaloes marching down the ramp on metal 
loins. 

At some point, the lanyards were cut, and the big, 
belligerent neck spun.violently out.of the way. The head 
swung like a slingshot until the muzzle»clicked, finally 
releasing the projectile. 

Suddenly, a strange noise drew Mafarka's attention 
to the countryside. He jumped to his feet, and almost 
immediately without a word, dashed) between the, war 
giraffes, whose movements-he stopped with a sudden 
gesture. 

With great strides he joined*his captains, who: were 
arguing loudly; pushing the lookouts aside..A gap opened in 
the gathering, and all bowed under the harshyirritated voice 
of the supreme leader: 

“Yes! Yes! It's true! It's true! The-dookouts were 
rightl... Were going to fight dogs!... Faras-Magalla is 
pushing all the hungry dogs of the desert against the town... 
Look at these yellowish-black sheep!... These are not men... 
There, there; further on, are Negroes on horseback, armed 
with pikes, prodding them... So-you'resafraid of these 
poodles? Do you think they're all rabid? Maybe they are! In 
any case, the drought that has lasted for two months must 
have dug into their stomachs, and their tongues are 
undoubtedly getting longer than their tails as they lick the 
earth! Look behind them at that whitish trail! That's their 
slime, glistening like slugs on sand! I'm sure they're all 
rabid)... Indeed, their heads low to the ground and their tails 
tucked under their bellies, and their barking too low... For 
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they are innumerable!... You inevitably die from their bite! 
And it's hell to die like that!... Well, well, well! Do these 
words make you pale? Do you doubt we can slaughter them 
all? Whoa, captains! Listen to me carefully... Don't change 
the position of the War Giraffes. They're well positioned. 
Mad dogs always walk in a straight line, guided by a 
mysterious instinct. But they can hardly see, because their 
eyes are paralyzed...” 

As he had spoken with the haste of an avalanche of 
stones, he had to catch his breath. Then, raising his glory- 
bound eyelids to heaven; he sang: 

“I swear by Allah that I'll throw over the ramparts 
all those who retreat!... Forward the first War Giraffe!” 

All rushed to grab the capstan levers, whose pivot 
began,to squeal with the rattle of an agonized beast, as the 
giant machine's great neck lowered ‘painfully low to, the 
ground. Avhuge block rolled. intosit’s mouth, three cubits 
wide. 

“Under these mountain slopes we shall bury, your 
poodles!” shouted. Magamal, who was directing’. the 
manoeuvre. 

The boulder leapt over everyone's headsn, as, if 
spewed out bysa volcano, and ‘fell to thesplain. Everyone 
leaned out to follow its parabola. It-landed with a terrible 
crash, an enormous chasm carved out of the flooding tide 
of yellow beasts, where circular eddies and concenttic circles 
widened, spilling over the spur of the fortress. 

“Magamal! Magamal!” shouted. Mafarka, “order 
eight more war giraffes to be dragged here! Hitch to them 
two hundred zebus! This is the only way this cursed pack 
can enter the town! 

And, leaning out, he followed the growing surf of 
this sea of festering fleeces, whose mouths were riddled 
with white holes bristling with creamy tongues. For the 
beasts were slitting each other's throats in fury, with 
frightening ape-like leaps and tetanic relentlessness, around 


89 


their sinister shepherds. They were tall negroes entirely clad 
in thick brown skins, from their heads crowned with scarlet 
feathers down to their feet as wide as camels. 

Some were camped on large horses, their leather- 
swaddled legs wading painfully through the pitch of the 
terrain. Resembling lightning-stricken oaks, they swayed on 
their mounts like monstrous, living roots. Green mosses 
seemed to grow on these strange, vegetable-shaped riders, 
and they were not but oily concoctions, whose stinking 
dampness repelled rabid dogs. 

Mafarka turned back toythe.town. Up the steep 
ramp, a War Giraffe staggered painfully behind its great 
zebus, which pulled on the metal lanyards; amid the 
whirling flight of whips, birds of prey. 

The humps of the zebus were round and.hairy like 
human heads, and their enormously enlarged horns 
clattered, like banquet cups, beneath the swaying War 
Giraffe, lurching.and sun-drunk. The wrenching screech of 
he wheels.and the creak of the metal tendons twisted the 
fiery air, with a lugubrious monotony cut from time, to time 
by the clatter of the spring-loaded head being triggered. 
Then, a frightful thunder at the bottom of the walls. The 
huge boulder catapulted over the spur's protrusions, hurling 
flattened, liquefied beasts behind.its enormous. swell. 
Bubbles of slobber sometimes bounced up to the height of 
he rampart. 

Suddenly, Mafarka shuddered aty a passing 
realization: he had calculated the ever-incteasing size of the 
army of dogs that was determined to climb through the 
cracks in the sloping wall. 

Would he be lucky enough to stow all his War 
Giraffes on the esplanade before the dogs attack?... Who 
knows? And his exasperation grew as he listened to the 
orders vociferated by Magamal, whose whip zigzagged in 
the tawny air criss-crossed by the flying parabolas of the 
stones. How slow these buffaloes werel... 
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Suddenly, as an icy yet torrid breath bit into his bare 
loins, Mafarka turned and saw, between two battlements, a 
dog with a burst mouth, blowing yellow with all its drool, its 
paws bent in a supreme effort to pounce. 

Mafarka plunged his scimitar straight down it’s 
throat. He felt the heat of the beast's belly rise up through 
the steel and mortally invade his arm!... No way to free the 
blade and push the beast away... He threw it into the abyss! 
A curse! He had lost his victorious scimitar! Was it a sinister 
omen? 

He didn't dwellon this fateful thought and, leaning 
out, he found, breathing in joy at the top of his lungs, that 
the dogs had only conquered the base foundations of the 
wall, whete they were piling up. 

Then he passed: through the churning. swell of 
soldiers supetvising the maneuvering of the war machines, 
checking the weight of the»projectiles and giving precise 
orders, accotding*to a frown on his face. Abruptly, he 
stopped, and raised his arms: 

“Enough!” he shouted, “they're too close tous! We 
must crush them now with stones!... Everyone grab your 
granite blocks! Stop the War Giraffes!... They're useless]... 
Come! Come!...and do as I do!” 

All his captains had grabbed-large stones and were 
passing them back and forth, making a chain... Others had 
joined upiclose to Mafarka, who marched with great strides, 
leaping from battlements to battlements, holding huge 
boulders in his arms. 

He aimed straight into the howling skein of yellow 
dogs spotted with black, glossy with white sun-bleached 
slime. At once came the mournful barking and the noisy 
tumbling of the onlookers as they fell back, all four paws in 
the air. Some remained skewered, pouring out of their 
gaping bellies the heaps of sand, pebbles and rubble they 
had devoured along the way. Others, crushed, stuck to 
protrusions by the spread-out paste of their entrails, ate the 
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legs of their neighbors, who, mad with rage, leapt high, as if 
to snatch chunks of meat from the air. 

And Mafarka contemplated, between the golden 
streaks of the sun, these enormous yellow drops, falling one 
after the other into the open, filamentous, pressed maws 
that howled death at the base of the walls. The fluctuating 
crests and bristling fleeces evoked the charred, slimy 
undergrowth of a burnt-out garden, extinguished by 
opening a sluice. The foundations of the fortress were 
splattered with dead and wounded animals. The living, 
clinging to the hanging, corpses, flattening themselves in the 
crevices, leaningyon each other with slow forethought, were 
gradually covering the walls with’ monstrous ivy and filthy 
leprosy that wanted to eat the eyes of the city, up there, 
resplendent in the sun. 

Suddenly, Mafarka stepped back, lowering his head 
as a blackish dog capered and-fell flat on the terrace. 

It was enormous. With an instantaneous start, they 
all drew back ina circle, forming arcrown of terror around 
he motionless beast, crouching on the leverage of its less: 

“Its ‘mine! It's mine!” shouted Magamal, ‘as he 
climbed up the pathway, [pulling a buffalo by the horns, 
harnessed with twenty others to the WarGiraffe, whose 
skeleton was emerging from the dust.flying over the city. 

He twitled his whip immensely, and the strap stung 
he dog right in the stomach. 

Thes strangled beast pirouetted in the air and fell 
heavily, but dragged its surging agony to the feet of its killer, 
who was shaking with joy. 

“Move aside!” shouted Mafarka. 

Too late, because the dog, dying, had gently pressed 
its slobbering teeth against the child's ankle. 

“Oh, it's nothing, brother! He didn't bite mel” 

“Lie down there,” says Mafarka, “and show me 
your wound.” 

“It's not a wound!” said Magamal, sitting on the 
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ground, holding out his foot to his brother kneeling beside 
him. 

And his face smiled, pink with the pleasure of 
victory, beneath slow involuntary tears whose crystal gilded 
in the sun. 

Mafarka, bending his darkened face, slowly dug into 
the bruise with the tip of his dagger, then drew his beggar's 
amulets from his chest and applied them to the wound. 

“Forwatd, now!” he shouted, rising to his feet. 
“Hurry up, Magamal! There's no time to lose! We've got to 
get all the war Giraffes into position.and into action! Order 
the soldiers to fire relentlessly, without respite, rushing their 
movements# The avalanche must! not cease fora moment, 
do you understand? All the soldiers have to work like crazy! 
Where ate the wagons?” 

“They ate coming, loaded.with granite blocks.” 

“That's good... And»yousswhat are you doing?...” 
shouted Mafarka to the other captains. “Why don't you 
form a long-chain and pass the stonesito those who haye to 
throw theme Stonest Give me stones! Give me more! More! 
More!” 

And, standing in front of a meurtriere he stomped 
impatiently, stretching out his hands like.a-hungry | beggar. 
At times, he climbed onto a mound of projectiles to explore 
the horizon, spinning between the sun's rays like a lauve in a 
golden cage. At last he made up his mind, and clutching a 
crenel between his muscular arms—as one would choke an 
enemy, as one would uproot a hundred-year-old tree—he 
broke it off with all his might. 

Then lifting it in his passionate fists, carrying it 
gently as an infant, he walked nimbly with the flexibility of a 
equilibrist, leaping over the heaps of stones, and, standing, 
enlarged by the full height of the mass lifted, he aimed 
straight at the fleeces and maws that piled up jumbled 
together, with a tangle of bloodied paws on the ledge, six 
cubits below. 
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He shouted: “Allah Akbarl...” and the enthusiasm 
of his victorious strength and reckless courage thundered 
through his vast lungs!... In the distance, bronze echoes, 
crouching like colossal cats, purred with infinite joy. 

Slowly, he bent his hocks so as not to be dragged 
forward, and after swinging the crenel over his head three 
times, he threw it under him. 

“Get back! Get back!” shouted Magamal as he saw 
Mafarka tumbling nimbly without falling in the recoil. 

And the two brothers found themselves holding 
tightly to eachother, while beneath»a.thousand paws and a 
thousand mouths clawed and bit at the glassy walls of the 
walls as they crumbled into the abyss. 

Then, Mafarka leapt to the top of the battlements, 
disregarding all caution,:shouting otders and demanding 
projectiles. 

The chain was re-formed, and the blocks rolled 
from. hand to handjauntil they reached those of Mafarka. 

Everything about him revealed a serene possession 
of his strengths: the sonorous clarity of his commands, the 
playful boldness: of his gait, the clegant variety.and sureness 
of his gestures. They echoed perfectly the turbulent, ordered 
rhythm of his heart, with a punctuality and-Precision that 
delighted the eye. 

The powerful breath of battle was at that moment 
being cut by Mafarka's casual, clean-cut automatism, as he 
caught large.blocks of stone on the fly and,hurled them 
violently against the tide of fleeces: 

By the time he ordered the Giraffes to march, the 
entire Arab army was convinced that a god was leading 
them to victory. In their eyes, it was Mafarka, whose almost 
supernatural perfection dominated and restrained fortune. 

Didn't his right arm, with its logical, healthy 
triggering, seem to keep even the sun, that leaping lion, on a 
leash’... 

It was then that the War Giraffes, all lined up on 
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the platform, began to ravage the sky with their enormous 
necks, their bulging muscles of rope. 

Magamal stood on the wall to direct the manoeuvre. 
He danced with joy, haloed in courage, and the huge 
projectiles leapt one after the other, two by two, three by 
three, in rows, describing fatal parabolas, like planets, 
around the radiant face of this living sun. And he’d clap his 
hands as he followed them with a taunting gaze in their 
heavy fall, down there in the depths, as they burst into mush 
of howling pain. And he taunted the sobs that extended into 
the horizen, swollen -with interminable barks and jerks of 
anguish. 

Have you admired this young watrior's\casual élan, 
dodging. the flight of a stone grazing his shoulders, and 
successively slipping between the servants of.the War 
Giraffes with graceful cat-like leaps?... The breeze seemed to 
lend him velvet springboards: 

“Hold, brothers! Couragerand forward!... Water on 
that sling there on the left!... Choose*the blocks, and hurty!... 
Forward, good Giraffe! One more effort! Are you tired? I 
can tell by the catarrhal snoring of your lungs!Bravo, bravo! 
I praise you for pounding this dog mince, scented. with 
honey and laurel, which will cook beautifully in: the sun's 
frying pan!... Bravo, tireless cooks!...”” 

Suddenly, a shrill clang of scrap metal raised all 
heads. 

“Those are dogs they're throwing atals with their 
bamboo slings! Damned invention! Fall back! Fall back!” 

A frightful din crashed onto the esplanade, with a 
shapeless, rope-tied mass of a hundred seaming, howing 
beasts. A frightful projectile, whose edges of chewed, 
bloody flesh had saved the central core... It exploded like an 
egg, releasing howling dogs. 

Mouktar was the first to rush in with scimitar blows 
against this bubbling of hides. 

He chopped violently into the pile like an 
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industrious butcher. But his last blow failed, and the dog 
whose legs he'd only sliced off bounced back at him, open- 
mouthed, right in the face. With a great leap forward, 
Mouktar heaved it aside, and glancing carelessly at the dying 
beast at his feet, he turned back to Mafarka: 

“My destiny is fulfilled, my lord!... Let me go down 
there, before I die, to kill the black chief who leads this 
great army of dogs!” 

“All is permitted for a hero like yourself. Go, 
Mouktar!” 

The giant knelt down anditaised his arms to the sky 
in prayer. Then he saluted Mafarka and strode over the 
rampart. All leaned out to see him, between the bays of the 
battlements. 

A red terror flowed in lava torrents down.the flanks 
of the sun flooded esplanade. And the soldiers felt it sliding 
down theirtbacks in rivulets of ice. 

“Brother! »Brother!” cried Magamal, his hooked 
fingers bloodied’on the stone. 

“What. is it--Magamal? Speak!™. Why dò you 
tremble.so?...” 

“Mafarka! I want to follow this man!” 

“No! You must stay here, close toimel” 

“Mafarka! My fingernails burn to claw the cheeks of 
these negroes!... I must, I must get down there! I want to go 
down there! All my insides are: pulling me there! My heart, 
empty of love, fills to the brim with fierce temerity!” 

“No! No; my brother!=You'ves fallen prey to 
delirium! You must increase the scope of your courage a 
hundredfold, by restraining it with wise calculations! Your 
time has not come... Let this man go, he only has a few days 
to live. He hastens to his death.” 

“But look Mafarka... I am who you once were! 
Have you found nothing but disappointment in the love of 
danger? Can only the dead perform glorious deeds?” 

All the while, terror was tilting the men over the 
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ramparts. They wanted to see Mukhtar. But the protrusions 
of the wall still hid him. And they all trembled with anguish, 
suffocated by terrible anxiety. At last he appeared, 
moribund and nude, more imposing than the last column of 
a crumbled temple, among the swirling crowd of flames and 
smoke! A rock beaten by foaming waves of dogs! 

Under this sea of blows, he strode towards the 
negro chief who was waiting for him on his tall horse, 
caparisoned in stinking green hides. His gait was proud and 
nobly cadenced. Head held high, eyes fixed on the blinding 
sun, he indifferently shook off aygrayish dog stuck to his 
back like an enormous snail. 

A black poodle clung to his right arm like a shield. 
At times; this foul beast's jerks gave him the appeatance of a 
falconer. 

Thesagitation and exaltation took hold more and 
more over'the bodies of thev\rab warriors, leaning over the 
ramparts, in measure with the closing distance of these two 
formidable adversaries. 

When Mouktar reached the shadow of, the. big 
horse, he shook: off the dogs he was carrying;.bent over his 
hocks and leapt at the head of the negro chief. The leap was 
so sudden thatthe latter was thrown.from-his mount under 
Mouktat's weight. They both disappeared under a crashing 
wave of dogs. 

At that moment, Mafarka raised his right arm and 
shouted: 

“Magamall... Stop, Magamall... Victory is ours!” 

When the head of the last War Giraffe had folded, 
vibrating with its every muscle, all that remained at the foot 
of the fortress was a large, yellowish, muddy lake from 
which convulsive maws emerged. 

In the distance, a continuous barking, lost in a 
cloud of dust... 

Atop the battlements, Mafarka, naked to the waist, 
panted with triumphant joy, between the giant War Giraffes, 
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like an admiral between the tall masts of his fleet, gazed 
nostalgically across the harbor at the splendor of sunset. He 
dreamed of gloating away in the sumptuous clouds, 
cushions of crimson heaped on the carpet of the sea. 

And he stretched out his arm to weigh in his 
powerful hand the marvellous solid gold sun that an 
invisible god was offering him, from afar, as a spoil of war. 

Then, raising his voice, he sang in prayer: 

You're close to me, that I know! You protect me, o 
celestial God, God of quickness and frantic spasm! God of 
sweat, groans, and agony!l'God of unknown forms! Spinning 
lightening, buzzing on the summit of Time! Veiled pupilla! 
Childs mouth babbling pale truths from a distance! Bloody 
chariot of wat, dragged down the slops by your own weight, 
crushing the backs of your blue steeds! God in the bloody 
cradle, suffocating under putrid nursing teats! I feel... I feel 
your paternal leaden handemelting with kindness on my 
shoulder! It was you. who gave me victory! I give you praise! 

“Allah! Behold!.:. T kneel and»kiss your feet! Where 
are they? Byerywhere!They are everywhere on the*earth’s 
cutve! | buty my face in the dust and lick the battlements, 
for your feet are no doubt restingion them right now!” 

“L beg you to accept the warm and-honeyed smell 
that rises from all these corpses! Caress and brood with your 
vast golden hands their rotting guts, to hasten the 
blossoming of their soul! Smell. the fuming sweat of the 
verminous flesh that has opened itself to the rough kisses of 
Death, to delight.the cataract eyes of the’ Fatherland! It’s 
their last prayer, burning and hoarse, and their last death 
rattle of heroic despair, rising up to you!” 

“And you, warriors with arms tattooed with lizards, 
forgive me for outliving you, gathering like a mirror all the 
rays of your glory! O unknown dead, forgive me for thus 
enriching myself with all your efforts, fortifying my lungs 
with your great reckless breath!...” 

“Oh, don't be angry with me for being the 
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unworthy heir of all the divine light whose future you have 
so tirelessly woven! It is in my heart that I have buried you 
all... all of you, the great, the illustrious and the humble... all 
of you, so that forever my memory, with its hundred arms 
and thousand mouths, will acclaim you, sing to you and 
bless you! Ashadu ‘an la ‘ilaha ‘illa -Ilah!” 
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CHAPTER IV 
The Price of Victory 


And all the while, the clatter of victory scattered in 
he evening breeze, fanning with exquisite freshness 
hrough the eaves and bellowing entrails of the city. 

In every footpath and winding street, the people, 
drunk with joy, distraught, shaken with wild hopes, spread 
happy chatter, all pushing towards the ramparts to acclaim 
he defender of T'ell-el.Kibir: 

Mafarkaswaited for the citizens, standing next to his 
brother Magamal on the lower tetrace of the citadel, in the 
distance,the sun bent down to drink from the cool springs 
of the, sea. 

Thespink evening haze.had the heavy andi soft 
transparency of perfumed: oil, ‘which ithe breeze smeared 
with her feminine hands over the great reclining body of the 
city, this exhausted warrior. 

Melodious evening, evening of lassitude and. carnal 
tenderness, which gently | soothed the. formidable 
musculatures of the fortresses, each one still contracting 
from the violence, their bones butsting from.the ramparts. 

All the inhabitants, intoxicated by the richness of 
their festive clothes, had gathered in the square of Fayoum 
to solemnly offer the royal crown to the victor. 

In this tide of overflowing. enthusiasm, it was 
decided that all the young gitls of the townyshould, that very 
evening, present themselves to Matarka at the head of a 
procession and give themselves to his desire, in only for the 
caprice of a moment. 

They were already arriving, dressed in yellow 
muslin, that fit snugly around their waist and left their necks 
naked. They were carring branches of blooming lilacs, but it 
was their voice that most filled the air with a sweet melody, 
in which all the songbirds seemed to have melted their 
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vocals to delight in the ecstatic and divine warmth of this 
summer nightfall. 

The richest among them advanced with the clever, 
hopping trot of their mules, adorned with long, 
multicolored tresses and necklaces of blue pearl. And their 
fathers, long ringed beards and blue gauze turbans, gazed at 
them from afar, perched on camels caparisoned in green 
silks embroidered with shells. They looked like seaweed- 
covered rocks in the streaming joy of dawn. And Mafarka 
gazed into the distance at this wave laden with petals, which 
undulated between the orange walls of the rising alleys and 
seemed to drawefrom them the tinkling of alyre and the wet 
chords of adbenjoh. 

His chest swelled with the torturous, sour aroma of 
glory. 

“Don't abandon me yet; fierce Sun, Sun of 
enetgy andictuel strength! One by-one you detach from my 
limbs.the fangs of will that were»embedded in my flesh... 
Your rays-of red lava flow through my.veins... O sea of fire, 
do not flee from me! I'll be nothing but à great. sandy 
harbour, Ell be nothing if you leave my breast;.O:Sun!..: For, 
you sce, my soul is all fear... It does not know how to 
welcome this oppressive joy, and I feel suffocated) by this 
ide of exquisite voluptuousness!” 

As the young women were all gathered in colourful 
bouquets at the edge of their terraces, Mafarka felt on his 
face the fickle caress of a languorous. fan of feathers swayed 
by some invisible hand. 

They waved in cadence these flowering branches, as 
if to chase the mad dreams of a sleeping child. Their henna- 
dyed hair was arranged in tight plaits held together by 
meshes of gold coins, whose crystalline sound gave rhythm 
to their nonchalant, swimmer-like movements. And it was 
indeed the suave ebb and flow of desire that sparkled in 
their black gazelle eyes and swayed their flexible waists. 

Mafarka inhaled their virginal aroma, which 
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penetrated her soul through the shadowy porch of memory 
and ran through the corridors of his veins and over the taut 
cords of his nerves. The range of their voices and gestures 
caressed him with an ideal freshness. In the hollow of his 
chest, he felt a feminine hand with small, pointed fingers 
that were gradually tightening. 

The delicious anguish that had been building was 
suddenly so strong that he jumped up, shouting: 

“Magamal! Magamal! Where are you?” 

And Mafarka felt joy to sense under his hands the 
feverish warmth of his, brothet’s*face,.as he leaned forward 
over the flourishing, palpating harvest of springtime virgins. 

They climbed towards him in a hurtied but timid 
rush, hiding ,one behind the other, cach pushing her 
neighbour in front of her, with agile pouting and 
contortions:to show off the elasticity of their breasts. Then 
suddenly they would hide their eyesin the wild grass of their 
hair, gigeling with perfumed laughter. 

This is how the flowers ofthe fields burst out in 
gaiety under the play of the sun and the wind as they frolic 
inkthe spring, beautiful schoolchildren -let-loose* in the 
countryside. 

High above the grandiose entourage of; Mafarka 
impossible minarets blossomed, their profiles obscured by 
galleries, belfries, arabesques * and colonnettes. They 
resembled. giant blue irises brushing the clouds with their 
golden strings, singing their perfume of amorous sweat and 
torrid chastity. 

“We come to you without:knowing or wanting to, 
out of whim and madness. Our cheeks blushing with fear, 
for we have never before dared come into your presence... 
Oh, it's not love that leads us, nor curiosity! But the evening 
breeze pushes us against each other at your feet, like 
vaguettes on the beach... Don't scold us, because our 
parents made us do it, and we are obedient!” 

In truth, their languid gesture worked miracles, for 
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here and there in the blue sky, the tapering tips of the green 
minarets were covered with living, melodious corollas, and 
the purple-stained domes of the mosques seemed to be split 
open like fresh watermelons. 

“We have gathered fruits for you, and flowers in 
heaps to please your nostrils, burnt by the wind of battle, 
for it was you who delivered our city. You know victory 
better than any other warrior, your strength is frightening, 
your chest more solid than these ramparts! We don’t 
know... We’ve never been told... We’ve never seen you 
before... You were always atop the highest towers!... Truly, 
you must despise us for being so fragile, useless, and scared! 
Your big eyes frighten us! But if you want to take us in your 
arms, alLof us, one after the other, and bring us to your lips 
like roses, we will let you... And that will please our 
parents... and us too, a little...” 

Inv the distance, the blue crowd of galabiehs 
swatmed around, the houses, which seemed to sway under 
them with: their ‘overcrowded terraces,Jike the dajiabiehs at 
the Nile celebrations. Here and there, the great minarets, 
bearing clusters, of lively, fruit high up -omtheir ‘circular 
balconies, swayed like masts, and close to them therdomes 
of the mosques swelled with pinkness likessails among the 
last rays stretched like red cables, pulling them from afar 
towards the great Sun’s warmth 

And the whole city seemed to slide gently into the 
great paradisiacal Nile, under the azure imbibed with violet 
freshness... Oh, the splendour of an evening marvelling at a 
man so beautiful; and condemned todie! 

Mafarka reveled in the sense of the city, floating on 
the whims of the light, entering into his heart with the roll 
of a cradle, the plaintive croak of a rudder and the groan of 
a pulley. 

High above, in open air, voices flapped their wings 
with the airy detachment of shimmering herons and the 
suppleness of lovebirds, a rose in their beak. 
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Suddenly, Mafarka was profoundly saddened to feel 
his brother’s face trembling under his hand. 

“Magamal, what’s wrong? Why are you shaking?” 

“Brother, don't worry... It's the evening wind that 
chills my back. But the song of these women gives me 
pleasure.” 

“Why have you turned so paler... Magamal, my 
beloved Magamal, the hour of your joy has come... Go to 
your wife and rest long on her heart! Here is the augur kiss 
that Mafarka gives you in the name of Allah!” 

Magamal let himself be kissed without responding. 
He pressed his» lips slowly against his brother's cheek. 
Mafarka shivered at the butn of this kiss and followed the 
beloved child with a sad look as he moved away, soon faded 
and vanished like a light shadow. 

Then the king's eyes lingered,on the monstrous 
rumps ofthe War Giraffes standing out against the copper 
of the setting sun, which was gradually taking on the hue of 
bronze. 


The zenith. appeared hard ands bulging, like an 
enormous. shield of bronze, while to the east, at the very 
edge of the sands, the mountains were draped in a luminous 
powder: the flying, warlike soul of the desert. 

Mafarka was fixed before all-his ambitions, drawn 
with precision like the burnt sienna-coloured peaks that 
stood out against the paleness of the western sky.,Gradually 
the sky softened on all sides, changing from theïtint of brass 
to the yellow moistness of bananas, the heavy bunches of 
which swayed over his head like censer burned with 
exquisite sugar. 

Then the sensual desire of the evening, touching his 
nostrils and lips in turn, reminded him of the delicious 
young girls. With a gentle gesture he begged them to come 
forward; but they sang their hearts out, oblivious, their 
heads tipped back, their eyes half-closed, the better to drink 
in the wild scent of this triumphant, dominating male. 
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“Approach, and come into my arms, so that I can 
savour your fragrant virginity!’ At that moment, in the 
magic of African evenings, the sky lit up again, as if the sun 
were pretending to return. A furtive recolouration, pink and 
bluish, painted the landscape, which shrieked with naive joy. 

The girls fell silent at once, listening to the voice of 
light, and offering up their white teeth, small as pine nuts. 

Then Mafarka spoke in an insinuating, velvety voice 
that seemed to be soaked in the sweetness of a mother's 
milk. 

From time to.time; the flying breeze tore melodious 

petals from his.rough lips. All around himythe young girls, 
all bending, over at leisure, pressing their slender, arched 
bodies together, and the last ones striving to push their 
heads over the front row;appeared suspended, like bananas, 
on the voluptuous stem of his voice, 
“Qh, I'll take you alll-Yes,and Lwant to caress your 
bodies in countless»skillful and gentle ways, once I've freed 
hem of their silky bark. I can see them burning, juicy and 
moulded for the addresses and violent brawls of love. And I 
00, despite so many swords given and received, despite so 
many nights crushed rather than slept on the stone, know, 
I know how to tame and cajole the shyelittle pussy that 
nestles between your thighs, with her pink muzzle and her 
velvety hair, and her purr under the caress...” 

He walked as he spoke. ‘The broad, supple cadence 
of his stepskenchanted the young girls, who giggled with 
pleasure as they, followed the imaginative gestures with 
which he outlined his ideas. It was indeed an ineffable 
paradise that they saw blossoming on the king's lips, amid 
the blaze of his gaze: they dreamt of lying under the enticing 
shadows of his long eyelashes. 

“I know what it takes to make you writhe with 
pleasure, tickling you everywhere, everywhere... under your 
feet and in the fragrant tufts of your armpits, which cry out 
for love like dogs on an April moon!... And jokes too! I 
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know loads!... And funny stories to make you tip your head 
back on the cushions!... Yes! yes! when I tell you these 
stories, you'll be holding your lovely round belly in both 
hands, opening your legs as if in farewell and closing in on 
your prey like the claws of a crab... In August, when the 
yellow colour and the acid smell of boredom come in 
hrough the windows; when the heat buzzes in your ear like 
a fly:” 

“It's nothing, it's nothing to be naked! You also 
have to get rid of the burning silk and wool you carry in 
your itchy breasts! - Ohythen know just how to get to 
work, rubbing hard between women's thighs and hitting 
heir prettyyholes, to kill the irritated pussy that stretches, 
mews, yawns, licks its hair and burns all around. with its 
breath!” 


“Aseyou can see, | don't.despisé you at all... Llove 
you and understand you with. all the intelligent thirst of my 
flesh, which is fullof black wells, deep and dry... But you 
will be unhappy afterwards! For what: taste most in you is 
he desire to kill yourselves! What more*can you ask’ of a 
living dagger like me? Ah, to lose you before the first caress, 
after the first surrender of your passion-liquefied eyes! Ah, 
o lose you today, just as you ate, all encased.in your bark of 
modesty! But I am thinking, alas! ofthe inevitable pleasure 
of soon tearing it off you in long strips, like undressing a 
arge tropical fruit...” 

“Towstop there: that is the burning intoxication! 
That is the honey, of my desire! But it is written that you will 
be torn apart by the harshness of my strength, flayed and 
orn apart like so many ruts by the fiery cogwheel of my 
selfish and rapacious lustl...” 

“I want you all, O juicy daughters of my victory! 
Virgins with eyes of happy harvest! Virgins with eyes of 
battle won! The prize of spilt blood! The magnificent gift of 
my beloved city!” 

At that moment, a lumbering old man stumbled 
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forward through the noisy crowd, which parted as he 
passed. He looked like a large mammal. His nose, topped 
with a purplish horn, and his ample brown robe, overloaded 
with jewels, made him look like a rhinoceros. 

Without blinking, Mafarka immediately recognised 
Bioboudana, Boubassa's supreme sheikh and sinister 
adviser. What could he fear from such a cowardly, 
grovelling courtier? 

With velvety, jaguar-like strides, Mafarka advanced 
among the heady blossom of virgins, and bowing with 
casual elegance, he silently took the sceptre that the old man 
held out to himytrembling. 

Then, standing on the| terrace, he crossed his 
powerful arms over his bare chest, the pressure of which 
made his pectoral muscles protrude like sonorous shields. 

“Allah Akbar!” he sang. “I give thanks to the great 
people of Tell-el-Kibir for the sceptre|they have just given 
me and for their living, fragrant flowers! The glory of the 
dying suiris-teborn in my triumphant-dawn. You will be the 
shadows cast by my bronze will before.the incandescent 
face of the Sun! From now on you will:o6bey me without 
trembling, as the shadows obey. the, sun! In the name of 
Allah, binvite all the great men: of the city.to-the coronation 
feast in the Belly of the Whale! This evening, all the people 
will eat at my table, which will extend beyond the hall where 
I will preside, on the ramparts and throughout the’streets of 
the city! 

The white houses were tinged with mauve under 
the tea-pink sky, where the muezzins fell silent, leaving blue 
holes. And yet the date palms, half-soaked in the twilight of 
the courtyards, swung their dazzled plumes high, swimming 
in happiness. 


107 


CHAPTER V 
The Belly of the Whale. 


Night was falling when Mafakra set off at a gallop 
down zigzagging promenade which wove along the spine of 
the promonotire, to the fortress of Gazr-el-Housan, whose 
chalky mass rose against the glow of dusk like a gigantic 
spiral bearing, high above, the head of a lighthouse with 
agile glowing horns. 

The last rays of the sun hadstaken refuge in the sky 
and on the sea,which had the damp, sonorous depth of an 
immense shell, while a negro, lying there, was,playing his 
flute to lull and distract the reverie of the scattered echoes. 

Tt seemed to blow out of its pipe tears swollen with 
air, which detached themselves one by one and went up all 
iridescenty like soap bubbles. in space. And the plaintive 
melody wandered*thus in the azure, sometimes lying on 
warm beds,or swaying on the breeze: But the sweetness of 
he evening could not untie the heart ef Mafarka, who, 
straight. in the saddle, accelerated his horse's gallop’ with 
spurts. The pavement was so sticky and muddy that he had 
o hold the bridle high to prevent his beast-from' slipping 
between the gruff elbows of the cube-shaped houses. 

They leaned against each other, their feet in the 
foaming wave, bracing themselves like fishermen pulling 
heir net outiof the water. The black alley seemed to vibrate, 
dancing like a taut cable beneath their tumultuous bodies. 
And the cottages were tireless in their efforts, 
because they could feel at the end of their rope something 
as heavy, as vast and as rich as the sea. 

Mafarka made his way through the anxious waiting 
of so many miserable doors, the han of which redoubled 
with the twinkling of the first reflected stars, giving the 
illusion of a marvellous fish. 

And yet, from below the walls, the shadows were 
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creeping towards him like sly turtles, which Efrit almost 
tripped over several times, so viscous were their shells, 
sticky with fish, scales and rotting algae. 

The bitter, honeyed stench mingled horribly in his 
nostrils with the sweet breeze from the sea. Thus the 
catarrhal breath of an impotent old man corrupts the breath 
of a blossoming virgin. 

A mysterious uneasiness overcame him bit by bit as 
he entered the venerable shadow of the fortress of Gazr-el- 
Housan, the work of his father, Ras-el-Kibir, king of the 
African kings. 

The formidable foundations of the walls taunted 
the sea with an eternal splash of foam, under the sovereign 
will of the nocturnal lighthouse; which tore through the 
distant darkness with its:luminous chisels, forever bearing 
witness to the genius of its builder. 

And Mafarka felt hisinsides quiver as he recognised 
the earthly footprint of the demigod who had once given 
birth to him, péthaps-on the very"evening of his victory 
over the allied kings of the desert. 

It-was his father who had conceived.the* plan for 
these prodigious underground tunnels dug into granite at 
the foot of the promontory., He had himself-supetvised the 
construction of this fantastic Belly of the Whale, where he 
would summon all his vassals to witness the agony of his 
enemies devoured by man-eating. fishes. 

Radiant ferocity of a dominating intelligence, which 
measured its lightning will with equal precision as the life- 
giving sun. 

As for him, his son, could he not one day restore to 
Africa the balance of this powerful soul? What omens did 
he read in the shape of the clouds sailing across the sea? 

But he did not linger in this search, and leaving to 
his right the spiral road that climbed towards the lighthouse, 
and without waiting for his escort of torchbearers, he 
dashed left into the covered path that tumbled down 
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towards the underground. 

Mafarka and his horse felt absorbed by the 
gluttonous mouth of a furnace. The crackling of an invisible 
fire guided him for a long time, through corridors more 
tangled than the veins of the human body, towards an 
obscure funnel where his horse suddenly stopped, his legs 
trapped. He could make out nothing in the smoky gloom. 
But powerful arms seized his bridles and he had to leave the 
saddle. 

The ground sighed and folded softly beneath his 
feet. Had the triumphantman had»been prepared a carpet 
royally improvised from the pressed bodies of the negro 
prisoners? Great joy swelled his ‘chest as he passed under 
the sharp stalactites of the vault, as menacing as a whale’s 
triple rows of teeth. And he entered among the blazing 
eloquence sof the torches gesticulating high above, like 
oratots inthe wind. 

He ‘felt lighter than a-leaf riding a wave, as he 
breathed inthe chained bodies. All*the guests were waiting 
for him, standing with their arms raised to.the sky and'their 
faces turned to; the entrance. At his appearance ‘on the 
threshold they all bent their spines together with the soft 
elegance of a forest of algae bent by the current. 

Wasn't it on the soft sand of the ocean abyss that 
he was walking? Mafarka was being carried forward by a 
violent yet gentle force, with the.suppleness of a light boat. 
He felt his body floating in the greenish quiver of the hot, 
almost liquid atmosphere. He imagined the huge masses of 
water lolling flaccidly over his head. And the impression 
would have been hallucinatory had it not been for the 
tearing harps, the cries of inconsolable fifes, the gambols of 
tambourines and the mewing of benjohs. 

The noise was increased a hundredfold by the 
arches, which rounded their marbled ribs to form the 
powerful skeleton of a monstrous cetacean. 

Here and there, jumbles of flags swelled like 
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colossal gills. To the right and left, the curved walls of the 
room were formed by crystal mirrors, whose limpid 
transparency opened onto a colossal aquarium that 
communicated with the depths of the sea through ingenious 
trapdoors. This strange basin was full of large fish that had 
been caught on bait along the promontory, and could be 
seen wriggling furiously, hungry from the previous day. 

Most of the Great Ones gathered in the room were 
looking at the marvellous aquarium, which projected onto 
the tables sinister reflections of armour, spears and wrestlers 
oiled in the sun. 

It couldybe seen, from time to time;the bloody bait 
sliding down the rods in front of each of the openings, 
where packs, of huge fish rushed towards the, mouth- 
watering meat, snatching it up and chasing it ingeniously 
into the aquarium. Immediately, hidden slaves suddenly 
closed theshatches of the tank andmprisoned these aquatic 
monsters. 

Mafarka cried: 

“I want music! Quickly! Are-yvou asleep?; Whoa, 
flute, lute and eythar players! Fill the iron-cages with resin!” 
he shouted, elbowing his way through the rippling erowd, 
whose sumptuous gowns, overloaded with»jewels, sounded 
like corn under the millstone. 

And as the invisible musicians began to grope and 
pinch the melodious thighs and breasts of the harps, which 
were either writhing with laughter or-weeping under their 
floating robes of chords, Mafarka-stood-uplon a mound of 
cushions. He smiled, his hands open as if to spread gifts 
around him, saying with graceful sweetness: 

“I invite you, my beloved sons, to sit around the 
aquarium and admire the surprising variety of my poisonous 
fish! He pointed with solemn gestures to the ortagorisques, 
the melettes, the enormous plettognates and the squales, 
whose livers are loaded with poison.” 

“Here's the fugu. Don't fuck it!’ he added with a 
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sneer, “As it discharges its poison through its reproductive 
organs. Here's the female... Not pretty, is she? So much the 
better, because her kisses are more dangerous than those of 
the male.” 

At that moment, there was a great yellow swirl in 
the aquarium, from which emerged two-metre-long moray 
eels. Their smooth skin was streaked with colour and 
coveted in a viscous mucus. 

Behind them, menacing and sinister, fish of a 
loathsome aspect that resembled enormous blackish 
scissors. 

“Thesesare the synanceia, the oreatwrats of the Red 
Sea.” 

The school of synanceia had dived to the depths of 
the aquatium, where the-larger ones were digging into the 
sand, Slowly:they disappeared one. by one, leaving only their 
stingers to'emerge. 

“You can follow the game these rascals are playing. 
They never, attack, despite the strength of their barbs. 
External pressure is needed to get the, poison into. the 
needle canal. Fishermen who injure themselves by stepping 
on them immediately experience a terrible pain that spreads 
throughout the body and leads. to: delirious-convulsions. I 
saw one of them smash his head against the reefs on the 
beach, begging passers-by to cut off his poisoned limb.” 

They saw an extraordinary variety of ,scorpoena 
passed by. All had large, slightly- flattened heads, bristling 
with spikes, with.spines on theit-backs and around their 
anuses. 

The guests greeted the procession of scorpcena with 
shouts of admiration, as they piled up in a trepidant mass at 
the bottom of the aquarium. Little by little, their anxiety 
grew: they entangled their fins and stings in the shape of 
levers, strings and belts, with a frenetic agitation that made 
them resemble the cogs of an enormous clock or the gears 
of a catapult. 
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But as an enormous artemate from the Pacific 
Ocean (artémate de l’océan Pacifique) advanced with 
imposing gait, pointing its fins armed with innumerable 
barbs, the scorpæna all sank into the sand. 

“This fish looks like a galley. It has masts on its 
back and oars on its sides. Here's the female! She's waving 
her long fins around her belly. She looks like a dancer with 
soft gauze skirts in the water.” 

A grunt was heard. Slaves were harpooning 
bathracus grunneus from the West Indies. You could see 
their pink fins flapping against their dark pectorals, their 
brown backs and their yellow vines mottledwith black. 

“But I can see from your faces that your appetite is 
beginning to, distract you!” says Mafarka. “You'll have 
something to feast yout eyes on later. If you're interested in 
this gathering of fish, just wait!You'll)soon see them at 
work! I now offer you something to amuse your palate and 
fill your belly...” 

Sttiding along, his eyes richrand his gestures lavish, 
Mafarka counted the admirable dishes. that had) been 
arranged in the middle of the room. 

“And that's not all. There's exquisite pilau;;cooked 
with particular care; pistachio and vanilla sorbets; the snow 
from which has long been preserved among the roses. 
There are cakes made from rice flour and honey, hallahoua, 
syrups, karamendin, wines from. Spain and France; cognac 
and rum in drinking glasses with gemmelled mouthpieces... 
You'll be servedsas much as youslike andsin no particular 
order, so that everyone can follow the whims of their 
stomachs.” 

They all squatted cross-legged in a circle around the 
tablecloths strewn with daffodils and blackcurrants. They 
ate greedily, with a languid doddle that they punctuated with 
few words and snores of pleasure. 

At times, their reddened fingernails plunged into 
the tray all at once, like hens pecking at the same bowl. 
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Then, from time to time, they would tip over and 
let the sweet, suave music flow down their throats, basting 
the mouthfuls with sucked-in sighs and mock bliss that 
made Mafarka laugh want to laugh. 

And, smiling, he said allowed: 

“My dear guests, I'll dispense with the traditional 
belching in praise of my feast, as we'll end up suffocating in 
this windowless room.” 

Then the king gradually darkened, his mind 
involuntarily drawn to the surges of fish, which seemed to 
flare up right behind the marvellous windows. 

“Slavessspread roses in the room! Because there's a 
rather unpleasant smell in the air, isn't there, Abdalla?” 

And Mafarka gestured ‘to a lithe young man, 
strapped into a helmet of hippopotamus-leather. It was his 
first captainy;who watched him with a, proud, olive-tanned 
face, his shining brown eyes:seemed to reflect the light like 
big mirrors. 

“Yes, my master, I've was thinking the same.'They 
are coming.” 

And he indicated to the crystal windows: in the 
ceiling, through which you could, sce the pale legs of slaves 
who had lined up from the upper ‘kitchens;.each catrying a 
basket on his hip, and descending into the hall by the back 
staircase. 

They moved slowly forward, to the right and left of 
the guests, strewing the pavement.with roses and lilacs. 
They had been chosen for the beauty of their bodies and 
the elegant suppleness of their gait) But the diners didn't 
care, all of them wallowing in crushed mounds of Smyrna 
grapes, where their hands were wading. Others were 
stuffing their faces with bananas and candied dates, all the 
while watching the golden ewers embellished with silver and 
the great vases that bore on their sides, like mountains, cities 
with many roofs. 

Suddenly there was a great hubbub among the 
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guests, who all turned their red, wided-eyed faces towards 
he entrance to the room, where a man was violently 
wrenching himself from the arms of the slaves. 

“It's Sabattan, Boubassa's young nephew, he wants 
P”? Cried one of them. 

“Well, let him pass,” replied Mafarka without 
batting an eye, as he bit into a banana. 

“Beware, he's an enemy. He claims to have 
important things to tell you. Do you want me to disarm 
him?” 


o enter 


“No. He’s a guest, him and.his hidden dagger, in 
he name of Allah! The table is served... May he satisfy his 
stomach beyond pleasure.” 

Then, turning slowly towards the new guest, 
Mafarka added: 

“You used to have an excellent appetite when we 
dined at the same table!”’ 

“Thank you, Mafarka, I’m»pleased to be sitting next 

o you to-celebtate your coronationsl'm running late, I'm 
sorry T lost:my, way for so long in the bowels of this, whale 
before | reached you.” 
Soon after, snake! enchanters began to, pull 
dangetous reptiles from their sacks, to the-amazement of 
he guests. But they were sent away, for their rags wete foul- 
smelling, and amidst the general hilarity, a decrepit, rough 
Negro jester was introduced, Jooking as if he had been 
carefully wrinkled by the fingets of Death.And yet he 
displayed an incredible agility in imitatingathe gait of wild 
animals hunting in forests, the gymnastics of monkeys on 
branches and the elongated run of giraffes. 

Finally, he sat down, cross-legged. And, with both 
feet in his hands, he began, swaying his waist back and 
forth: 


“What does it mean when two swords clash in an 
underground passage?” 
The guests, stupefied by their inebriation, 


115 


immediately lent themselves to the traditional game, and all 
leaning forward as their questioningly stupid faces awaited 
the answer. 

Then the jester, with great solemn gestures, replied: 

“It means that two brothers have visited the same 
women.” 

Everyone fell backwards with a long murmur of 
satisfaction. 

“Every morning, a man brings riches to his palace, 
which he piles up on his terrace, and in the evening an eagle 
comes to take them away ftom him» What does this mean?” 

The guests repeated the same comedy of stunned 
amazement, and the jester added: 

“Tt means an adulteress.” 

Then it was the-turn of the butterfly attached to 
parchment-by a pin, which resembled.the poet who, had 
fallen victim to his vanity. But distraction was beginning to 
take hold of some,of ‘the guests, who were already wine- 
drunk or-dozing, all sprawled outon the table, so the 
strange entertainer concluded by cautiously announcing, 
with mysterious bitd-watcher gestures, that he.was going to 
ask the most difficult question of all. 

There was a ruckus; some »wokesup toa din of 
clashing vases dripping fruit and compotes; ‘others, 
overcome by inebriation, complained of being. trampled. 
The circle of listeners tightened. 

“One day, a young wolf, dying-of hunger, was taken 
in by a shepherd, who fed him and looked after him for a 
long time. Now the wolf eats his benefactor. What does this 
mean?” 

The silence in the room deepened. Everyone stared 
into each other's eyes in growing amazement, given the 
simplicity of the problem, which they did not know how to 
solve. Then the older ones began to whisper words in each 
other's ears, and a strange uneasiness gradually overcame 
the guests seated near Sabattan, who slowly rose to his feet 
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and gestured feverishly to Mafarka at the other end of the 
table: 

“I'm going to tell you,” he says, “the name of the 
shepherd and above all the name of the wolf.” 

At these words, Mafarka bounded forward, and 
knocking over with his backhand the ewers and trays 
presented him by a slave, stood like a column on the table: 

“You lying, mangy dog! I did not eat my benefactor! 
I am the son of a king and the sole legitimate heir to the 
crown of Tell-el-Kibir. Boubassa loved me, you say! Ah bah! 
He loved me as the yoke loves thevox,.as the hook loves the 
fish! What are you complaining about anyway? Did I kill 
him? In fact, my kindness was so great that you have the 
right to réproach me for it, you, my guests, the great citizens 
of Tell-el-Kibir, since it:was he, Boubassa, who put the 
country in danger! I was content to banish him.” 

“Into the belly ofsyour fish!’? muttered Sabattan, 
who’s friends held'him back by the waist. 

“Yes, in the bellies of mysfish! And why not? 
Wasn't I myself -exiled into, the belly .of Boubassa 
throughout my youth? Fortunately, I was vomited ‘out of it, 
like a beautiful swallowed diamond. I came out with the 
nocturnal. excrement shed by his slack intestine... It must be 
said that he remained a little ill. Yarrg!” 

And Mafarka let out a violent roar of laughter, a 
gust of gaiety that shook all the guests, who had warmed up 
with the food and wine. 

The youngest were rolling-over-om their backs, the 
better to laugh, holding their stomachs in both hands. 

Around Sabattan, however, a ceremonial and 
official-looking group had formed, looking at Mafarka with 
hostile and threatening deference. He was nonetheless 
casually attending to the progress of the monumental 
dishes, while listening to the bouncing, clattering 
conversation, whose gagged half-words he spied. 

But anger knotted his throat so painfully that he 
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could not maintain his impassivity for long, and grabbed the 
arm of Abdalla, his first captain: 

“Pass on my orders!” he spat. 

Then, putting on the freshest smile in the world, he 
said in a very calm voice: 

Really, I can see that the merriment is starting to 
wane! I won't have it said that my table is boring! So please 
all turn towards the aquarium, and keep your eyes wide 
open, because the show will be worthy of your illustrious 
digestions! Sabattan! sit here, very close to me, and raise 
your heavy, fringed..eyelids high; like the dresses of 
courtesans... Whoa! torchbearers!... Line upsto the right and 
left to illuminate the fish. 

At that moment, three monstrous sharks emerged 
from the black depths and, without wagging their tails, 
slammed into the crystal, their snouts,pointing straight at 
the guests: 

Everyone ‘gasped in fright. There was an uneasy 
silence punctuated bythe hurried#footsteps of the slaves 
who were mysteriously hurrying to the upper floor. ‘Then 
there was the rattle of a human. chest that sounded like the 
whine-of a pulley, andjsuddenly a loud crash#in | the 
aquarium, whose water began to muddy. 

All the guests had leaned towards the crystal, but 
nothing could be seen through the gaseous swirls and 
reddish mists that rippled elastically. 

Theunusicians gasped in horror, holding their dead 
instruments in their hands. And then, little by little, under 
the flame of the torches, the water seemed to clear, 
revealing a great skein of crimson flesh, mingled with the 
glistening backs of fish. Suddenly two human bodies 
emerged, swimming frantically towards the surface. They 
were two men; there was no doubt about it. 

Both naked; one pale, supple, beardless and with a 
feminine delicacy; the other, who followed him slowly, 
paunchy, and on his worn face the beard stuck like sea 
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grass. Their red feet stretched out in bloody scarves. 

They had already reached the surface and were still 
up there, fidgeting feverishly and trying hard with their arms 
and backs to keep their heads above water. 

But the breathing space separating them from the 
ceiling was only a quarter of a cubit. And they were taking 
big gulps of water all the time. What else could they hope 
for, these pitiful swimmers? Where could they flee to? It 
was nevertheless a respite from their implacable enemies. 

Certainly, the sharks had lost sight of them, as they 
were now searching the depths of the aquarium, searching 
the corners with) their pointed snouts and striking the walls 
with their metal tails, which produced great waves. 

As their agitation continued to grow, the backwash 
of the, water gradually accelerated its tragic slosh, throwing 
the two bodies high up against the ceiling of the aquatium. 
A terriblevecho twisted the.thtoats of the spectators in 
anguish. 

“You sec, Sabattan? Drown.ot have your brain 
crushed! They. have ’a’ choice, your. two . friends! You 
recognise them; don't your? One is Ibraïm-Gandakatale, 
Boubasta's pious adviser.. JI had to repay him fot the feast 
he treated me to last year, with that famous-poisoned pilau 
that I was lucky enough to vomit under his nose. The other 
one is his son Aciaca, just as stupid and just as criminal as 
his father! Will you shut up? Abdalla, have fun looking at 
Sabattan's face!... He's trembling: Can you hear his teeth 
chattering in terror? “ 

Then Abdalla was seized with a mad gaiety: 

“Of course! He's afraid he'll end up in there too! Ha 


ha!” 
And his broad laughter resounded mournfully and 
continued in jerks to the feigned joy of all the other guests. 
At that moment, the sharks suddenly discovered 
their two victims and pounced on them, their jaws gaping. 
The most powerful of the three attacked 
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Gandakatale's enormous belly so violently that for a 
moment he was submerged by the outpouring of entrails, 
where his snout became entangled as if in a net. 

The deflated corpse folded in two and, head first, 
tumbled to the bottom with a long, eel-like wriggle. 

Mafarka followed him with his eyes, murmuring: 

That's what envy-ridden traitors like you deservel... 
Swell up with bitter water, you honey-coated barrel of 
trashl... 

Aciaca followed his father closely. He was seen 
diving down on his side; his mouth»wide open and his legs 
swallowed by the second shark, which, while shaking its tail, 
pushed this: fantastic, bloody barrow against the walls of the 
aquarium. Without a sound, Aciaca's skull cracked like an 
egg against the crystal and his arms opened as if to embrace 
the guests,while his right hand seemed to wave a fateful 
goodbye. 

Mafarka,. shivering in spite of himself, felt his belt 
and no longer found his amulets. Buthe soon forgot them 
and shouted at the top of his lungs: 

By Allah, my dear guests, this. show. is getting 
boring! We're going to see some magnificent dancers, Little 
Sabattan has to have a bit of fun. I-canssee that he's not 
much interested in shark fights, and.dead bodies leave him 
cold! Even those of his parents’! 

Abdalla then appeared at the back door. 

“Lord,” he said, “shall bring forth thedancers?” 

“Two ate enough... But they «must be more 
beautiful than the moonlight in the water of my aquarium!: 

“Here are two of them, my lord, whose super- 
human beauty would be enough to perfume paradise!” 

“What are their names?” 

“Libahbane and Babilli.” 

“Oh, I know them well! They were my uncle 
Boubassa's favourite dancers... Abdalla, bring them 
forward... Throw out the musicians; I want absolute 
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silence... Songs spoil the taste of food and turn women's 
flesh. There's already enough poison on their lips without 
adding music!” 

All the guests lay flat on their stomachs amidst the 
crumbling fruit and the clatter of overturned trays and 
vases. And they all froze in amazement, leaning back with 
their chins in their hands, for a supernatural shiver had just 
entered the room. 

“By Allah!” cried Mafarka; “put the lamps away! I 
don't want to see faces convulsed with lust around me! A 
man's face must be coveredMinmdarkness when the rut 
crumples and twists it like wet linen!” 

And the blazing torches disappeared. But they 
could still see enough, because two tesin cages had been left 
behind and their reddish:reflections shook over the guests 
as if they wete petrified waves: 

Atfthat hour the moon’ must have been quite high 
over the’ sea, for at spread its light like a greenish gauze 
woven from beryls in the raquarium water, forming an 
intoxicating band of penumbra all along the crystal. The rest 
of the room was dark: And there was nothing.to reveal the 
presence of the guests, apart from the jolts and snores of 
pleasure with which they greeted the moonbeams that broke 
into silky gems on the backs of the-fish as they fluttered 
past, casting grotesque shadows on the pavement. 

The humming gradually increased as, the two 
dancers glided forward with the sly. laziness of the breeze 
through the foliage. Their bodies -were clothed in a supple 
fabric woven from golden threads; with the exception of 
their exposed stomachs, arms and breasts, which were 
coated in a glistening phosphorous paste. Their fingers were 
adorned with dice in the shape of golden claws. 

They both had black hair and a scarlet headband 
around their foreheads. Their oval faces, of surprising 
purity, seemed to have been chiselled slowly by the caresses 
of the sea. The pallor of their cheeks was chaste and 
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burning, but their stormy eyes, the colour of jet blue, had 
the electrified freshness of the anguished countryside 
haunted by lightning. And they were also, at times, wells 
whose precious water gleamed under bushy banana trees. 

The tallest was called Libahbane. Her cold, mocking 
smile seemed to be counting the dead around her. 

Babilli, the more beautiful and fragile of the two, 
stretched out her hands to claw the air like a cat, with pretty 
movements that were both playful and terrible. Wasn't she 
suddenly going to mewl with pleasure, in the intoxication of 
biting and killing? 

They passed slowly, gliding like thieves among the 
reclining guests as if in a nocturnal caravan. 

All of a sudden, Babilli came and lay down. in front 
of Mafarka, and slowly, with infinite laziness, she.unzipped 
herself andefteed herself from her dress, as if it were a 
golden bark, so that her body burst out of it with the 
savoury glow of a fruit whose fresh pulp should burn. 

Her: sister Libahbane leaned,over her, simulating 
slow ,caresses. She. san her hands over Babillis hips’.and 
round belly again and again, without touching them. Then 
slowly her fingers moved over, the pointed breasts, all 
streaming with phosphorous glow. And the-young’ dancer's 
velvety skin folded under this caress-like the sea under the 
evening breeze. 

Por a long time Babilli trembled with pleasure, with 
the delicious, monotony of a continuous spasm... Finally, 
Mafarka raised himself and cried out; 

Abdalla, give the dancers some cantharide! We're 
going to play a very amusing game. But for that we need 
absolute darkness! Let's extinguish these two flames 

He was obeyed. The resin wreaths slowly died. 

“Libahbane, and you, Babilli, go forward among us 
and choose the strongest and most handsome males.” 

“But we can't see!” replied Libahbane in a voice as 
light as violet smoke. 


122 


“That's the game! You will choose by obeying your 
nostrils, or better still, the instinct of your vulva, because the 
eyes could deceive you and you would be taken in by the 
shimmer of my robe.” 

In the darkness, the breaths of the diners hissed 
furiously and deeply, with slobbering gobbles and gutter 
hiccups, while the dancers groped their way past. 

Suddenly, Mafarka felt a woman's body slide 
between her arms, burning and freezing at the same time. 
Was this the scaly belly of one of the sharks that 
disappeared at the fading of the moon? 

But theunknown mouth that fell at.rest on his was 
sweet and sinuous, and his insides were stirred with delight 
and terror. He leapt to his feet and, pushing back the 
woman's body, screamed; 

“Enough! Enough! Go.away! Go away! Whoa! 
Slaves, light the torches! Put these women in chains and 
throw them to the fishes!” 

terrible roar answered hinin the room. Everyone 
stood in the darkness, nose to nose, huddled together. and 
shouting, in a terrible jostle, like cages of birds ina hold 
duting a storm, 

Mafarka elbowed his way through the crowd, 
howling and charging like a wild beast; left and right. 

“Yes! Yes! Throw them to the fishes! You'll like 
them more when they're "dead! But alive, no! nol... They 
cannot pass among us alive!” 

Then, turning back to the dancers, he brutally 
inveighed them: 

“Curses! Curses! Like butterflies and flies, you have 
invisible tubes to suck out the strength and glory of the 
male!... Like spiders, you dress yourselves up to look like 
rosebuds, and you even exhale intoxicating perfumes to 
attract insects like us, who are fond of flowers! You cover 
yourselves in scales to resemble the sun-drenched sea, and 
our desire for freshness makes us your victims!... You cover 
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yourselves with tinkling objects, because tigers are charmed 
with bells! All the poison of hell is in your eyes, and the 
saliva on your lips has reflections that kill... yes, that kill as 
well as daggers, better even!” 

Voices in the darkness shouted: 

“No! No! Their lives belong to us. They are 
innocent and pure! They are sacred dancers!” 

“Ah! bah!” replied Mafarka; “I want them to be 
thrown into the aquarium, those girls whose gaze 
decomposes my blood!” 

And as the tore rere relit, Abdalla disappeared, 
dragging the twoïdancers afeni 
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CHAPTER VI 
Ouarabelli-Charchar and Magamal 


As they emerged from the covered path, Mafarka 
paused to catch his breath, then, as if stung by a venomous 
idea, he shouted to the messenger: 

“I didn't quite understand! Why don't you repeat 
what you heard?” 

He had grabbed: him by the throat and was shaking 
him like a sack of snakes, all the while, speaking with 
convulsive haste. 

“Oh! master! you're strangling me! l'm innocent!” 

Mafarka let go of the slave, who fell to the ground. 

“I-know... I know you're innocent! But the truth... 
it's the truth I wantl... You'reshiding the truth from me!” 

No, master... I've kept nothing from you! 

And the slave, sobbing, repeated his story: 

“There. were a lot of people in ‘the courtyard... It 
was dark; because we'd forgotten to light thelamps. All the 
women were howling like wolves... I went left and, right, 
asking what had happened. No one answered-me: Suddenly, 
Fatma came up to me and said: Run-quickly to the fortress 
of Gazr-el-Housan and tell Mafarka to come here right 
away, because his brother Magamal is very ill.” 

“Sick! What does that mean?... Is thatyall she said? 
Sick! It can't be! He was doing so well yesterday!” 

And with the delirium of anguish biting at his heart, 
Mafarka stomped in anger, insulting the slave: 

“What are you standing there gawking at?... Don't 
you have a horse? I need a horse... a horse... a horse! 
Otherwise I won't get there until tomorrow... It's so far! At 
the edge of the city! Call one, don’t stand there! Knock on 
these doors and ask for a horse for the king!” 

But the houses didn't respond, mute as tombs 
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emptied of their dead, under the agonizing stars in the 
growing glow of the moon. 

Mafarka held out his fist angrily, and his eyes 
watched in awe as the lighthouse imitated his gesture, 
reaching out like a huge arm with its handful of luminous 
gems. 

But this was nothing but a dream, and he rubbed 
his eyes violently, to chase away the shadows that clouded 
his brain. 

“Let's go!” he cried. “Come on, let's go! We've got 
to run!” 


The king and his slave| were now crossing the 
fishermen's quarter. In the maze ‘of alleys that twisted and 
turned at a whim, the sticky pavement forced them to slow 
their pace.-From time to time, the slave knocked on a door. 
Butino onefanswered. All the:menwere out at sea, fishing. 


They could sce their blackehips, weathered, riding 
the sea between the agile lightening bolts, that ran with all 
their speed along theit naked, phosphorous-tidden limbs, 
their galabich rolled up, through the black rubblesof the 
waves, “A stormy night, the fish are abundant!” said the 
slave. 

“May the shipwreck swallow them all!” cried 
Mafarka, who felt his heart harden like a knot and 
alternately flood his chest with tears. 

And “the.searing pain liquefied his will, which 
irritated him. 

“Am I rotten from birth, then, when a simple piece 
of news is enough to reduce me to a wet tissue?” 

He would stop at times, after mad runs, and at once 
all the bitterness of the sea would swell his chest. The 
night's dread would nip at his heels, lashing his heart, which 
would become entangled in the ruins of his sadness, like 
those great clouds with their tumultuous rumps, crumbling 
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and collapsing under the blows of the wind, whose violence 
redoubled. 

He had to stop and cling to the walls, to avoid 
being knocked off his feet at the bends in the lanes that fell 
towards the harbor, where, at incalculable distances, they 
could make out on the decks of the sailboats reddened by 
the lanterns, the black, pointed silhouettes of sailors, like 
fascined butterflies. 

So, taking him by the hand, leaning against the 
walls, under the balconies overflowing with fine latticed 
woodwork, the two menilisteneditesthe sound of the wind, 
which sometimes came down like à workman and, all his 
tools spread about around him, eagerly unhinged the doors 
from theit frames. 

But a long, painful howl froze them, to, their 
kidneys. They had reached the Weayers' quarter. The tangle 
of alleyways was becoming as inextricable as the threads of 
a loom. They had to buy a torch. But the wind extinguished 
it. 

In the heart.of a’ barracks, they found a horse and a 
machallah torch: a small iron cage affixed toa long baton. 
When it was filled with burning resin, Mafarka leapt into the 
saddle and violently spurred his mount. And the: slave ran 
close to the stirrup, with his mane of flames, carrying a stash 
of wood in his galabieh, swollen on his back as if by a 
hump. 

The» howling resumed from. afar, with furious, 
resentful shrieks that tribulated the darkness. 

“They're rabbid dogs,” said the slave. Mafarka 
stopped, his heart in her throat. 

“They came by the hundreds, through the gaps in 
the ramparts, and bit women and children.” 

“Then they must all be slaughtered, dogs and bitten 
alike!”? said Mafaka... 

As he spoke these words, a gust of hoarse voices 
and high-pitched screams assailed them at the bend in the 
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Rue des Armuriers. Down below, through an alleyway 
plunging into a street as hollow as a funnel, was a mass of 
ragged women, a monstrous skein of arms rolling under the 
white, furry paws of the moon. 

“You see, master... They're giving chase to the 
dogs!” 

Mafarka spurred on his horse, which varied its pace 
from moment to moment, as if overcome by a mysterious 
anguish. Sometimes he pricked up his ears to see running 
along moonlight-bathed walls his chimerical shadow and 
that of the slave, who.seemed to beybiting at his hooves like 
a dog. Wasn't that the slobber of a rabid dog, that silvery, 
slimy glow on the walle... 

Mafarka felt his body welded eternally to the saddle; 
he had the exact sensation of striking against. his own 
cowatdice -as he plunged his spurs into the belly of the 
beast. 

She’ doubled “her gallop as she skimmed the 
entrance to’ the ocean chines. At»infinite depths, the 
foaming sea was writhing, its hair bristling, yapping like a 
dog... Like a dog! Like a dog, he sufferedthe.terror of this 
gloomy night, which brutally persued him, spittingits icy 
gusts at his back. 

He abhorred his miserable soul, feeling his heart 
leaking out of his chest like water from a cracked vase at 
every distant bark. 

And:didn't the stars have the pointedmuzzles and 
sharp eyes of dogsivying with the turbulentisea, wounded to 
death, stalked from all sides, drivensagainst the rocks by the 
galloping winds? 

The horse suddenly reared on its hind legs, curling 
up to avoid being bitten, with the shudder of mules when 
they sniff out lions in the desert. 

And the hallucination grew. Wasn't he suddenly 
going to be bitten by this moon, whose dog-white head was 
dripping slime and chalk between the clouds?... Wasn't this 
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slave going to bite him too, like a dog?... It was the 
implacable thirst that lit up those white eyes and soaked the 
yellowish saliva in those teeth, in that panting mouth! For 
why would the slave run like that, bounding over bodies as 
limp as the corpses of crushed dogs? Why was he standing 
so close to his right leg, over which an icy cold was 
gradually creeping? 

And at times the image of his brother leapt before 
his eyes, into his arms... And he would heave under the 
weight of his beloved. He could feel his brother's face 
pressed up against his.own, with aydeep sleep in the shadow 
of his eyelids, opening only to weep... 

Oh! why was he crying? Oh! tears, adored tears, 
precious,tears like admirable and sacred gems discovered in 
the depths of the earth after uprooting a mountain}, Tears 
that he would have liked to collect in) the hollow of his 
hands andthat fell endlessly;on his-heart and on his horse's 
withers, flooding.the world)... 

But-how could he stop those,tears? How could he 
closehis eyelids? Because he felt that all his brother's: blood, 
all his life, and his own too, were irreparably.flowing with 
hose tears! 

Then, with terrible care, he would-stretch out his 
lips to touch his brother's lips... And he would offer him 
kisses, and his hands would grow deeper and lighter, the 
better to caress those beloved cheeks... And he opened his 
eyes, where) his brother's gaze ‘and tears entered like a 
orrent of pain! 

“You're sick, Magamal... my beloved brother!... And 
where are you? You tell mel... Do you feel faint? No! It's not 
rue!... But who, who hurt you? It's not possible, is it, that 
you will die?” 

Suddenly, a distant memory from his youth 
snatched at the back of his mind. He saw himself in a brick 
hut on the bank of the Menzabou estuary... And he 
savoured the vanilla, acid and pepper scents coming from 
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the fruit orchards. Magamal was with him; the precarious 
child led the life of a young savage on the beach and played 
with the shepherds, stealing their butter and milk... 

Sometimes they would watch the shepherdesses 
bathing together... And Mafarka would see his brother 
clinging to the rock, giggling at the tickled, mewling cries of 
the naked women. 

One evening, a saffron sun rimmed with red chilli 
peppers stretched out over the sea. Magamal had swum out 
behind a large turtle, oblivious to the caimans that abound 
in these waters, where-fresh and saltwater mingle. Mafarka 
was gazing atshis brother, whose body,he knew was 
spinning under the canopy of greenery, Suddenly, a mass 
jumped between the rushes, a soft grey mass wriggling on 
short legs, and, wham! a:sudden plunge that disturbed the 
soft jewellery of the translucent tablecloth. Magamal didn't 
really careMicontent as he was. to frolic\in the sapphire cool 
of |the deep ater.Mafarka shouted at him to stop, and the 
child swam.on, indifferently, in longlazy strokes. Suddenly, 
the caimaniwas about to reach him....Mafarka relived that 
tragic moment so vividly that he shouted: 

“Magamall Magamal!...” 

The king and his slave were now,entering the rich 
quarter. To the right and to the left; shops where, on the 
floor, at the height of the support, a merchant was dozing, 
sitting like a cobbler, his body dazzled by a jumbletof lamps. 
From a distance, these stalls looked. like the mouths of 
negro jugglers swallowing fire- A -crowd of gaudy 
shopkeepers swirled around the Greek cafés, under the low, 
pressed lamps, sharp as teeth, half-hidden by the upturned 
foliage of a fig tree, which looked like a large moustache. 
And Mafarka thought of monstrous mouthfuls of meat 
being crushed by powerful jaws. Outside, the moon had 
anointed the faces of the houses with an oil of ecstatic 
sadness, while in the middle of the streets tireless revellers 
were eating, crouching in a circle or lying on their stomachs, 
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around the big leux where lambs were roasting. They got up 
without recognising him, their cheeks reddened by the 
reverberation of the flames and their lips dripping with 
whitish sauces, taunting him with hoarse, shrill voices that 
seemed to continue the distant barking. 

“Yes! yes! it was the same voice!” And Mafarka 
contemplated the contortions of the lambs jumping on the 
spits, and the faces of the eaters... And the terrible, dreadful 
spectre of the dogs entered his eyes, widened with horror, 
flooding his soul with hideous poisons. 

But little by littleythe brightly-lit stalls disappeared. 
From distancesto distance yawned poor. dark taverns, 
extinguished like old men's mouths, with the dead yellow 
ooth of theit single lamp, and ‘the stalls of rotten fruit, 
drool and saliva, outside the door... 

Mafatka sputred his hotse to escape their breath of 
bitumen and burnt hair. 

They skirted around a bed of giant cacti, whose 
enebrous intertwining made one think of tortured negroes, 
heir jheads buried in quicklime and theit,broad, thick. feet 
waving in the air. An enormous hubbub, an aboutface, and 
hey finally stopped inj the courtyard ofi Ouarabelli- 
Charchat's house. 

Suddenly, Mafarka felt a vague terror twist his 
innards as he cut through the bustle of busy servants, under 
the golden eye of the moon perched on the edge of the 
terrace. 

Before him rolled a blackish stream of mourning 
women. One after the other, in single file, they had formed 
a citcle that traversed the house from door to door. They 
stretched out their hands and from their mouths came 
moaning prayers mingled with hooting! Monotonous: 


Ho! Ho! Weepl... 
Weep, white viels 
Racing above the opepes 
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Beal his passingl... 

Weep, songbirds 

Less swift than his brilliancel... 
Weep, flowers less fragrant 
Than his breath... 

Weep, young girls now deprieved 
The kisses of Magamal... 
Where bas he gone... 

When will he return?... When?... 
We will plant with reprieve 

on his tomb a rosewhose root's 
Reach down to his heartl... 
And when the sun, setting 
Touches his lips, burning 

To the open roses 

He-will be drunk 

onthe blood of Magamal... 


Inthe middle of the circlerof.moutners, a woman 
with a high; lordly, waist shook the floating shreds of her 
black, torn galabieh with, à quick turn “of ‘her. back: She 
would” raise het ivory wand, giving rhythm to. this 
movement, which accelerated as it.enteredethe house like a 
stormy wind, and exited painfully on the other side, with the 
crawl of greasy smoke... no doubt to feed a sorcery fire. 
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On the threshold, a large negro. It was Hassan, 
Magamal's faithful servant. With the cries of an irritated 
jackal, he chanted the melody of the mourners, reviling 
those who rushed „toom violentlyto enter the house. 
Sometimes he seemed to go into a frenzy, shaking his head 
furiously and shouting, almost dismantled by the rush of his 
tongue, which he waved convulsively between his lips like a 
venomous reptile. 

“Seream, scream louder!... Côme on! Louder! 
Louder!....So you're tired, you lazybeasts! Do you want me 
to bwake' you up by hitting you, with my hippopotamus 
backhand? No! ‘no! no! not like that!What are you singing 
about? It'sunot ‘true! It's true what: you're saying? No, 
Magamal- isn't deadh Shut up!... Dog -exerement! Stop 
swinging your waists in rhythm, like lizards!... Stop!” 

Hassan ran here and \there,..threatening the 
mourners and spitting in their faces; They would be silent 
for a moment, crouching down in front of him and hiding 
their heads, then they would return to their melody as soon 
as he movediaway to tush after the others. 


Suddenly, Hassan grabbed a censer and swung it 
three times in the ait, then threw it into a corner and ran to 
fetch a large scimitar. 

Then, rising to his full height and brandishing the 
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terrible weapon, he approached the largest of the trees 
shading the courtyard and struck it with redoubled blows. 

A violently spicy odour rose from the green wound. 
Hassan shouted: 

“Know, then, O evil jinn, that I want to bloody 
your rugged face with the virgin blade of this beautiful 
scimitar! Come on! Get out of your house! I order you to 
enter the trunk of this tree!” 

Immediately, miraciously, the tree came to life, 
twisted as if in the grip of a strange hysteria, and collapsed 
with a loud crash. 

“Gorgeyourself with me! There, there's the demon! 
The demonyhas killed the tree, and is now struggling in the 
pond!” 

Everyone rushed:to the gloomy water full of lunar 
gems. And-the women screamed tetribly: 

“Hassan! Hassank.shit it!.vedsilljit! Kill it!” 

Hassan had, grabbed a branch and slammed it into 
the watert with all his might. 

Suddenly he stopped, shouting: 

“By Allah! Pye killed, it! Pve “killed the cursed 
demon!” 

And, turning round, he stared at.Mafarka without 
recognising him. His head was still wobbling in a vomit of 
insults against the evil jinn he had just knocked out. 

He didn't stop until he felt on his face the breath 
and voice of. the king, violently dragging himatowards the 
house. 

Beneath the high vaulted ceiling, the blue light of 
night was gradually receding like a ceremonious priestess 
walking backwards out onto the terrace, bowing deeply and 
lowering her ragged arms in rhythm. 

But where was Ouarabelli, his brother's young 
fiancée?... 

Mafarka stepped into the darkness of the bridal 
chamber. All around him, on the columns, granite sphinxes 
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and chimeras stood motionless, entangled in their braided 
beards. And Mafarka thought he could hear the tremendous 
roar of their lungs, dilated by exertion, as these sculpted 
monsters pulled themselves up on the levers of their 
crooked legs, trying to free themselves from their fetters 
with their backs and leap forward. 

Mafarka slipped on something soft and wet and 
didn't understand. But a warm, sweet smell of human sap 
and rot bit him in the nostrils, and his eyes, gradually 
accustomed to the half-light, made out the shreds of a 
female corpse, strewn.all around himin strands, as if after a 
flogging. 

Then, shuddering with dread; he called loudly for 
the slave; who came forward carrying his flaming resin cage. 

The bed appeared all smeared with scarlet mud and 
as if torn-apart by a diabolical struggle. From its blood- 
soaked hollow, jumbled with.tuftssof hair, emerged worms 
and bones) that looked:as if they had been chewed by the 
teeth of a tiger. 

And Mafatka, his heart floatingras if in a dream, 
stared for a long time at these pitiful remains,.which oozed 
the black odour of lust: They, were indeed thespitiful 
remains of the divine Ouarabelli-Charcliar! 

An enormous brown spot caught his horrified eyes. 
He went closer. Up there, under the ceiling, was a strange 
crouching form, glued to the crown of a column,,a blackish 
monster that. resembled both a giant snail and a colossal 
nocturnal bird. But its contortions were those of a gorilla 
hanging from a branch, its body curled up and its head 
buried in its shoulders. 

A stream of whitish slime ran down the column and 
dripped onto the flagstones, pulsating to the melody of the 
mourners, who were languishing wistfully, as if seized by 
sleep. A distant bark, red and fierce, cut them off abruptly. 

Then Mafarka, suddenly recognising the Magamal's 
tense body, fell to the ground, wringing his arms in despair. 
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Deep, distant sobs tore painfully from his chest and 
leapt out of his throat, between his teeth, which chattered 
frightfully. And his heart pounded, pounded wildly between 
his ribs, to the right, to the left, shrinking, looking for a way 
out, like a prisoner between the bars of a cage. 

“Ah! my brother! My beloved! You don't recognise 
me, and you're going to die! Your blood has been poisoned 
by the dog's bite, and you have just torn apart the object of 
your love, poor Ouarabelli, your beloved fiancée!... Oh, no! 
don't rage against yourself likeythat, like the statue of 
remorse! Oh, Lalso want to die! Turn round! Kiss me again. 
And bite me, if it makes you feel better. I. stretch out my 
arms to hold you close to my heart! What will I-do.with life 
without your smile? How will I bear the, memory of your 
desperate agony? Oh, your hands! Your poor hands, your 
hips! Don't bite them like»-thatlDon't. tear your chest, 
writhing like a snake!... I'm here toput you to rest, to satisfy 
your hunger and- your. thirst!... I have my cheeks for the 
resentment of your, teeth!... What do fame.and glory matter 
to me, since I only wanted, to conquer them to. give them to 
you like toys? And you are going to die, without sheltering 
me with your last glance, without pouting” out, all your 
sadness in one last kiss! without beirig able to entrust me 
with your last tears like a treasure!” 

Suddenly, Magamal's body fell loose and) flattened 
at the foot of the column... Mafarka fled crying, 

All the ywomen crouched- alonguthe wall of the 
courtyard sleeping, their heads plunged between their 
crossed atms supported by their geometric knees. 
Everything was dead; everything had been abolished. The 
city, the walls, the armies had been swept away from him. 
All that remained was the gurgling sound of earthly blood 
singing in the middle of the courtyard! 

At times, the mourners would resume their 
mournful hooting in their sleep, by habit and by profession, 
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just as dogs chase with their cries the game they see in a 
dream. 

Mafarka dashed out of the courtyard and into the 
countryside. He ran breathlessly among the abandoned 
tombs and heaps of ruins, as if pursued by ghosts, and 
stopped at every turn: then, rolling in the powdery ruts, he 
covered his head and beard with dust, tore his clothes and 
violently hit his cheeks to draw blood. 

Tiredness drove him to a mound at the foot of a 
date tree. He freed himself from his shoes and plunged his 
burning feet into the.cool sand, slowly with a mechanical 
effort, unable to look up at the green palms whose frail 
shadows crawled around him. 

Far away, endlessly, dusty emerald plains that were 
gradually turning pink. And, further on, the immense yellow 
desert, whose dryness and’ golden ¿scorch seemed to 
shimmer ufider feathers of faded, sickly blue glow... 

Mafarka dreamt of biting into the sweet ointment 
of very tipe bananas, and a strange.smell, mingled’, with 
humus, vanilla, musk and warm wool, made him sleepy. 
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Chapter VII 
The Nocturnal Voyage 


From the top of the citadel, Matarka, leaning on the 
parapet, watched with an anxious eye the tumultuous sunset 
of purple and acrimony, where the sun, like a gaunt dew, 
went whimpering under its burden of clouds, The terrace 
was deserted. In one corner there was a dark, vague mass 
hat looked like a bag containing athuman body. 

Mafarka's gaze plunged into the tangled masts of 
he port, the scaffolding reminded him of the of the 
negroes',horses and their forest of legs. It was hard to tell 
hem apart, as the voices,of the drunkards tore through the 
air like the-eries of dying men ona battlefield. The previous 
day's magnificent feast was still prolonging its drunken din; 
he joy of the dtinkers:who had spent the day intoxicated 
under the roofs was now trickling down onto the quays and 
squates. It was a pleasure to see the release of arms. and 
hroats. numbed; by a torrid day filled with heat and silted 
with -simoon. The. desett wind, had been blowing, since 
dawn, atid it was the city's, fluttering, yellow vapour that 
widened the halo of dust in the pale sky. 

For a moment, Mafarka's desire embraced the 
immense crown of dull, pointed. battlements encircling the 
wealthy bellies of the mosques and the terraces that 
resembled sumptuous displays. 

But it hurt him to see the magical rays of the 
magisterial sun detach themselves from them, 
impoverishing them of richness. He felt that his heart too 
was fading with the sky, and his gaze, returning to the lower 
town, glided among the dazzling treasures of the waters, 
along the booms, searching the little streets that the city lets 
fall over the harbour like long ribbons. 

Suddenly, he was startled to see a large, black, 
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billowing sailboat in front of the dock, its half-arched sails 
drenched in crimson. For the sun, flattened out there and 
crushed under the clouds, was drenching them copiously 
with its great sprays of blood, which fell back in a spray on 
the shore. 

Soon the pale sky turned green and miserably 
gangerous. So Mafarka grabbed the mysterious black bag 
and rolled it onto his back. It was a heavy hippopotamus 
skin wrapped around a corpse. 

Mafarka began to descend towards the ramparts. 
Despite the enormous,weight of hisload, he quickened his 
pace, casting furtive glances to the right and left, anxiously, 
and turning round from time. to time as if he feared being 
followed: He had to make haste to reach the falling alleys, 
taking advantage of the general intoxication that swayed the 
crowds swarming in the squares and threw their voices, like 
stones, against the zenith. 

But’ nobody tecognised him, for his face and 
clothes were soiled with dust. Brusquely, the pavement dug 
in beneath his’ feet, and his heart clenched in anguish\as he 
felt his rucksack jiggle on his back... 

Bah! A-hallucination! 

Il. chercha mais ne trouva pas unesidée dans sa tête. 
Il était en nage tant il avait couru. Ses*mains étaient glacées. 
Et il cracha violemment pour se délivrer de la nausée qui lui 
emplissaitle gosier. 

He searched but could-not find a théught in his 
head. He was dtenched in sweat. His hands were cold. And 
he spat violently to get rid of the nausea filling his throat. 

“Ah, if I could do the same with my heart! This 
stinking heart that dances loose in my chest, like a barrel in 
the hold!” 

The beach was empty. 

He walked past fishermen's cottages, so low that 
the chickens jumped up and down from the terrace into the 
alleyway. Through the open door, he saw an old salmon- 
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yellow woman frozen on a mat, like a charred, rotting plank, 
sleeping deeply between two lamps that flickered on both 
sides, at the height of her forehead, casting little dancing 
shadow under her nostrils. 

Finally he reached the ship. Three black silhouettes, 
standing on Testacade, stood out against the elastic gold of 
the water. The tallest of the three came bending towards 
Mafarka. It was Massabénara, the boss, a gigantic negro with 
a white laugh. 

“May the moon bless my sails and favour your 
voyage with her breath, master!” 

Mafarkastesponded: 

“May Allah make you happy with the fatigue of 
your watchful pilot's eye and the breathlessness.of your 
rower's chest!” 

Then he added quietly: 

“Atte these your men; thesestwo? # 

“Yes, Master.” 

The two sailors bowed as he.climbed aboard. with 
his pack on his back. 

Mafarka crossed the bridge, deposited-his bag at the 
front of the sailboat and crouched down besidevit. 

Immediately the manoeuvre began; painful and 
sinister, to get underway: the heavy” sailboat, numb with 
sleep, didn't seem_to want to leave its litter. What was the 
poor beast waiting for on the horizon, apart from/a caning, 
and perhaps 'the slaughterhouse? 

The two, sailors had gone-down in a small canoe 
which detached itself from the bow and spun all its long 
oars, like an insect with monstrous legs. 

At the stern it carried a coiled cable, one end of 
which was attached to the bowsprit of the sailboat. The 
cable tightened and immediately the two men leaned 
athletically on the oars to pull the heavy ship out to sea. 

Mafarka was watching them, when a gentle coolness 
told him to walk. He had been lying on his stomach next to 
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the barrels of fresh water and the elbows full of fruit, his 
eyes lost in the sinister redness of the sunset, where the 
shapes of the two panting, relentless oarsmen bubbled 
confusedly. 

But Massabénara was not satisfied with their 
efforts, and he shouted at them in his hoatse voice: 

“So you sleep on your plough? Ganda, Raleh! 
Damn farmers!... Row harder!” 

Then the captain disappeared into steerage, where 
the sinister darkness coagulated. Mafarka turned to follow 
his soul as it soared» towatdsTell-el-Kibir, which was 
gradually sinking: 

The colourful amphitheatre of terraced houses 
closed like a book that the sun's ‘gaze had indifferently left 
behind. For a moment, the city appeared erect on the 
twisted columns and gleaming staircases formed in the 
water by the dipping reflections ofits lanterns. 

He ‘could*hear-the slapping of the sails and the 
bubbling ef, their monstrous teatssHis eyes stared at the 
jagged contours of theit enormous shadow, dragged along 
the stern in the wake like a torn cloak. 

It was. his past that was unravelling so miserably. 

And as he leaned over the bowsprit,-he saw that the 
curved bowsprit was forming black scissors with its shadow, 
cutting painfully into the gleaming steel of the water. Oh, 
poor willpower struggling against the metal of its destiny! 

But a noise startled him. “Turning round, he saw a 
black child climbing out of the=hold, catrying a benjoh 
under his arm and a small flute between his fingers. Without 
saying a word, the child came and lay down at the bow, next 
to the king, on a pile of ropes, and began to blow into the 
frail pipe, which gave out a small, very sweet tune. And 
Mafarka remembered hearing this plaintive tune one 
summer afternoon, in a deserted square, senile and sun- 
drenched, in Derbich, on the day of Magamal's engagement. 

His heart followed the trotting melody coming 
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from the flute, a harmonious sizzle, rustling among the 
splendour of molten metal, in the closed sound of the gulf, 
which night was closing in on all sides and whose screaming 
locks could be heard. But it was only the sound of oars 
coming from the canoe crawling over there on the metallic 
paleness of the waves. 

The two black shapes were still bending with a 
wide, isochronous gesture, panting over the black crossing 
of their oars, as if to collect the treasures of the sunset. The 
drowsy pulleys on the antennae moaned dreamily, theit sobs 
mingling with the suffocated voices.of the waves plotting 
beneath the keels 

The sailboat obediently followed the shrill, sudden 
tugs of the rope that attached it to its devoted dinghy, and 
slowlyymade its way through the pitfalls of the islets, raising 
its white canvas eyes high, like’ a blind beggar guided by a 
faithful dog. 

And the.child resumed his melody under the sails, 
which, their flesh limp and sagging. along the halyards, 
shuddered at times in the bitter .anxiety of twilight. 
Sometimes they: twisted on top of each ‘other, striving to 
kiss each other, desperately seeking each other's mouths in a 
black desire for desperate tenderness. 

Weary and feverish at the same time, they were 
bored waiting for the winds to take hold. But it was in vain 
that they. offered themselves, with the élan of etiolated 
women whom the males did not deign to look at. 

Some already seemed tesigned; others shivered 
desperately towards the sky, and their arms, like broken 
wings, fell back into the stagnant torpor of the evening. 

A sinister peace and a deadly sleep could be felt 
from their gloomy gestures. 

And Mafarka's heart said: 

“I have abandoned the battle! Oh veils of my 
desire, oh my vampires, are you going to take me to sleep 
forever?” 
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He could really feel his body gradually collapsing 
under the rain of this melodious sand, so fine, which rose 
from the flute and slyly fell back to bury him. 

The evening lull was gently dissolving. The sailboat 
now skirted the high rocks of the lighthouse, skimming the 
lanterns, calm and luminous foreheads of wise men, bent 
over their reflections as gentle as attentive and submissive 
disciples. 

And Mafarka quietly asked them: 

“What are you listening to? Why are you 
trembling... Submits To whom? To what?... Destiny? 
should we buildsit? What to do when the materials are no 
good? Destroy itr” 

Over there, the city, level with the sea, now. formed 
a rusty iron bar that grewas the light faded. But the negro's 
flute, once-again lit up the will-o'-the-wisp of its funerary 
notes, drawing Mafarka's soul.towards the reflections of the 
waves. He felt himself gently gliding along with those pink 
glints in the.transparency of the waters. 

Héewentered these liquid cottages, in the. intimate 
citcle of these familiar lamps, amid the reverie of the calm, 
diserect and religious reflections, to escape the storm that 
was twisting the branches of his thoughts outside! 

And it was a smiling, gentle lesson in suicide that he 
was listening to. The waves were calling to him with a 
supple and continuous voice, so persuasive! 

“down here,’ they said,. “can you see the 
enchantment ofthese eddies? You'll find a sweet, slow 
death. Go on! You can rush into our arms and vanish like a 
reflection!” 

Suddenly his mind leapt forward, barking: 

“Why, why, Mafarka, do you allow these dreamy, 
plaintive forms and images to cling to the implacable rigidity 
of your lucid will? It's not love and suicide that you need to 
cultivate, but fertile, virile pain!... Accept the sadness and 
bitterness with which evening fills space. Feed your heart 
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with nostalgia. Feed it all the clouds and stars... Let it chew 
and re-chew them, but with the hardness of the rocks that 
bite into the sky's distressing reflections! Beware of obeying 
the twilight! You are and will remain the slave of this 
beloved dead man, the slave of your grief... You are the 
victim of the victim of the dogs of the Sun!,,, You must, you 
must perpetuate in your soul the echo of their funeral howls 
and cement the blocks of your future with their silvery, 
stinking slime!” 

But the melancholy flute responded: 

“Oh, come, -poor souljyon.the staircase of the 
gossiping windsy sweepers of useless truths.” 

As»the sailboat passed | the extreme stip of the 
promontory, a light breeze began to fill the sails, which 
lapped’ with joy, bulging their bellies_and their cheeks fat 
with darkness. The dinghy docked immediately, and the two 
sailors climbed aboard and hoisted:the boat up. 

The young Negro cabin boy stood on the bowsprit, 
naked in his’ rustling seashell loineloth. His silhouette, rose 
and fell on the horizon, as the sailboat rolled along; trying 
its strength, cutung with ease through the vast. white breath 
of space. You could see that over there a great light had 
been shipwrecked. It was buried, buried forever under the 
crumbling night. 

The cabin boy had abandoned his flute and was 
holding a little benjoh in his arms, whose soft mewing made 
he vast evening of the sea weep with love. 

Suddenly,she stood up on tiptocsand leaning the 
instrument against his shoulder, hewery slowly stroked the 
ender, dying strings with his dry fingers. Then, tilting his 
frizzy head, he watched for the plaintive, frightened music, 
which showed its fine muzzle and nestled like a wounded 
little cat. 

The wind scattered the sad voice in tears with the 
spray. And as this was happening the stars began to dawn, 
and the benjoh sobbed over each of them as they were 
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born. It was as if they sprang like soft, fickle sparks from 
the benjoh's stormy strings between the child's fingers. 

He had an ebony face with a beautiful white smile. 
Sitting now in the hollow of a pile of ropes, he fixed his 
bitter night eyes sadly on the ropes of the benjoh, as if 
watching for their sweet complaints. 

And as Mafarka listened to him, he felt his spirit, 
weighed down by hereditary ideas of illness and death, 
gradually detach itself from the flesh and rise, rise very high, 
on these slow melodious puffs, in an atmosphere of 
freedom and idealistic lightness: 

The sensation became so intoxicating that he 
suddenly stood up, shouting; 

“O my word!... stop watching over my body like a 
lookout! You can see that it no longer cares about.sighs and 
remorse! You can see that it despises and overcomes pain, 
floating in sublime regions»of' blissful unconsciousness... 
And you, my soulen holiday, sway like a cloud on the airy 
blue peaks.of music!’ 

“Soon I'll be like the birds,. for. from my. heart, 
broeded: over by the sun} my son will be born with 
melodious wings!” 

"When I come down from the aerial abode where 
my divine mistress, Music, dreams, | return without sadness 
to the hovel of my lower consciousness, happy to find it all 
purified... On my celestial journey, I discovered that 
suffering and. evil do not have absolute power,over us. The 
ability to rise above pain in this way. destroys my belief in its 
dominating power. I feel proud to be able to overcome 
them. I have acquired a supply of azure that I keep close to 
me in my bodily home, for the hours of intruding 
disharmonies... . Play some more, my child, for I believe in 
the healing power of a musical tone. The repetition of the 
vibratory period acts on the disorder of the mind like oil on 
water... Health is a channel of music with regular, periodic 
waves; illness is a ravine where the torrent of noise runs 
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with its jerky eddies...” 

As soon as Mafarka had stopped talking, the cabin 
boy stood up, spun round and raised the benjoh high above 
his head, plucking the feverish strings, then lowered it to the 
deck, and immediately afterwards brandished it again 
towards the zenith, to greet the moon, which suddenly burst 
with milk, like a coconut. 

The young cabin boy stared at it lovingly, swaying 
in place with mannered grace, his eyes half-closed, his face 
ecstatic and ceremonious. 

Then the threemegtoes imitated him, and all, with 
arms braided around each other, sang a song, striking the 
floor with great blows of their heels, then languidly swayed 
on the spot, their feet together. The music grew louder and 
angrier by turns, like a lustful caftess swollen with murder 
and love. And as he listened, Mafarka,could feel a bloody 
brawl erupting in his heart, asif lin. a narrow, dark 
alleyway... 

Inthe distance, a sailing boatspassed like a ghost; an 
inconsolable voice rose from the bow: 


He was a drunken or crazy pilot who sang at the 
top of his voice, to find out how much despair he could 
hold in the vast starry night. 

The voice skimmed voluptuously over the waves, 
then rushed into the silence of the night, and the silence 
wept. 

The sailors crouched, motionless and serious, knees 
in hands, staring at the benjoh. He fell silent to hear the 
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mewing of the violent stars that clawed at the crests of the 
waves... 

Suddenly, a tender bell sounded in the infinite 
solitude. The little metal note swayed in the breeze and 
headed straight for the port side. 

Mafarka, leaning back, listened obliviously. It was 
one of those cork trays that float on the nets and whose 
suspended bell reveals the presence of fish by tinkling at 
heir slightest tug. The bell complained of being all alone 
among the immense army of waves. 

The tinkling marked the gteat, weary movements of 
he mast as it cifcled the stars in gentle ellipses. A gentle 
orpor rained down on Mafarka: he felt his heartundulate in 
his chestias he followed the oscillation of the red lanterns in 
he ropes. 

Little by little his head capsized, from sleep and sank 
o ithe bottom of a blade in»an ocean of oblivion. 
Immediately, all the.Nights of the Earth rushed to attack his 
broken flesh. He slept, his headwon, his sack, a funeral 
pillow, and his loins jerked as if under the trampling of a 
crowd. 

And yet, as the foremast struggled to thread the 
lunar coconut, Massabénata and: the two sailors crept 
stealthily towards Mafarka. They stopped from time to time 
to watch his uneasy sleep. At the moment, Mafarka was 
dreaming of being crushed by the fangs of a gigantic lion... 
Should he wake up? Ah, well, you have to letthe invisible 
eat your flesh! After all, pain and fear mustifun through the 
veins of strong men, mixed with the fite of courage! 

And he plunged deeper and deeper into his sleep, 
deliberately... He thought: “It's not the first time I've slept 
with my head buried in a lion's mane! Really, I didn't even 
know that nights had manes!” 

The deck was dark, as the ship was now sailing 
through a strait separating two rocky islets that covered the 
entire inlet with their shadows. Massabénara took advantage 
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of this to move closer to Mafarka's legs... 

He crawled along on all fours, a dagger between his 
eeth and a rope in his hands. Raleh followed him on the 
eft; the third sailor held the helm, on the lookout, listening 
o the sound of the waves to distinguish from their gurgling 
he invisible reefs, like a musician tuning his derboukah. The 
cabin boy was asleep in the ropes. 

But the moon was pouring between Mafarka's white 
eeth a milk that tasted like a rancid, hollow grave! Pah! He 
twisted violently, jerking, and suddenly found himself on his 
feet, his eyes open. 

“Oh, Here is the explanation for that my dreams! 
Cowards! Traitors! Mangy dogs!” 

He leapt to his feet, grabbed the bag, whirled it 
around his head and brought it down- hard on the captain, 
who, collapsed on his back. 

Then, dropping hissfunereal club, Mafarka fell on 
both his knees on his stomach, then crushed his nose with a 
blow from:his fist, while with his lefthand he ripped out the 
dagger. 

Voluptuously, with, the tip, he worked: it into his 
throat, looking for the thread of life, as onei empties the 
enttails of chickens... When he felt. the.body motionless 
between his hocks, he stood up to face the second sailor. 

First he feigned to throw his heavy bag in his face, 
which he dropped almost immediately. Then, with lightning 
speed, he tushed the negro's less, so quickly that he 
collapsed on thedeck. Mafarka was-already,on top of him. 

Slowly, he strangled him, kneeing him in the back 
with his knees to stun him. 

Finally, he stood up and saw a tall, strong man 
standing by the helm, ten paces away, waiting for him under 
the moonlight. 

“Hey! Sabattan!” 

And Mafarka giggled with delight. It was Sabattan 
who had planned it, out at sea! 
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“Bad luck, my dear friend! For you are going to 
follow your two companions!... Really, if you don't feel cold 
in your bones, you've got a lot of courage, and you're 
worthy of braving me! My strength and skill give good 
results! As you can see...” 

And he showed him the two corpses spread out on 
the deck in full light... 

“Advance! Let's fight!” 

And as Sabattan hesitated: 

“Ah, well, let's get on with it! Here, you're going to 
bite into this hippopotamus skin! 

Then he lifted his brother's body with his arms, 
which had become more compact than a piece of granite. 

“Tt's Magamal, Magamal «who'll crush your nosel... 
Magamal!... my beloved.-brother! Forgive me for tossing 
your, poor-flesh around like this, macerated in pain... But I 
must crush our enemiesl.:Comesand help mel... Side by 
side with you, onésnext to’ the other, we fight as if on the 
ramparts! And you come to my rescue vith all the weight of 
your ybodylw. Oh! your rage! I can feeb. it growing with 
minel..... Fhank you, thank you, my brother!...% 

As he. said these words, Mafarka became entangled 
in an invisible rope and slumped to theedeck... It was a 
terrible moment. Sabattan rushed towards the king. 

But with a flick of his back, using his outstretched 
hocks as explosive leverage, he pushed his opponent away 
from him, grabbing him by thé throat and pinning him 
against the parapet. 

Sabattan then began to slyly drag Mafarka towards 
the rail, taking advantage of the boat's inclination. 

He was less tired than Mafarka, and gathering his 
strength he prepared to tumble him, with a shoulder blow, 
into the sea. 

At that moment, the negro cabin boy, who had 
come closer, shouted: 

“Master! Master! Master! Master! Beware! He'll 
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hook your leg and push you into the waterl...” 

“TI fall in with him!” replied Malarka, biting his 
enemy's cheek. “Here, you animal!” 

They both fell into each other's arms. But Mafarka 
immediately freed himself from Sabattan's arms and lifted 
himself on top of him, crushing his shoulders. 

Slender, he fell in. But Mafarka followed him, 
foaming at the mouth. 

The negro cabin boy saw them go by, all speckled 
with silver rays and progressively glaucous and blackish as 
they sank with the ease of a dolphin: 

Then Mafarka all alone came back to the surface, 
his head pointed out of the water, his hair flattened in 
fringes on his forehead. 

Sabattan did not reappear. 

When Mafarka had pulled himself up on deck, he 
stripped off his clothes and:kickedsthe two corpses into the 
Sea... 

All.around was the infinitesrelief of the waves, 
happy to besfree at last from the tormented night. Mafarka's 
chest swelled with joy as he stood naked on the bow, staring 
out at the gradually whitening east. 

His crossed arms made: his pectorals* protrude, and 
the hairy furrow of his chest was combed and glued by the 
water. His muscles were precisely defined under the fine 
fleece that covered him from head to toe. 
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Chapter VIII 
Hypogea 


Mafarka could not suppress a cry of joy as the first 
rays of the sun rose from the depths of the abyss, tinting the 
zenith pink and lowering down on his head to bless him. 
They looked like the arms, tattooed with ochre, purple and 
indigo, of an immense idol with a belly swirling with fire, 
slowly emerging fromthe forked» clouds, entangled like 
pagoda roofs. 

Immediately Mafarka knelt down and, raising his 

head to heaven, with his hands on his sides, he let his blood 
gently pray to the sun, like a stream of water, in a.porphyry 
basin shaded) by oleanders. 
The young cabin boy hadstaken the helm, and the 
boat, cocked by the splash of its sails; was now skimming 
past the island: of Balambala, whose., hills, swollen» with 
greenery, were crowned by dark forests with jagged outlines 
hat stood out against the pale sky. 

Tiered gardens leaned limply over the terraces to 
ouch the waves with the tips of their sloping branches, just 
as women lying at the stern of a boat abandon their tinged 
hands to the waves. 

Mafarka felt enveloped:in the sweet-smelling breath 
of the island; which strangely reflected. its enormous profile 
in the sea. An illusory temple with its blackish façade, agile 
marble flora and feverish pillars danced elastically on the 
eddies. 

As he glided over these ephemeral images, the king 
suddenly felt invaded by the childlike pride of an ingenuous 
young artist. Was it not to please him that the voices of the 
invisible villages gushed forth like singing fountains, with a 
tart freshness? 

A new light entered his eyes in soft, clear streams 
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hat washed his soul and gradually laid his exhausted body 
in a bath of sleep, ineffably icy, bluish and pure. 

He abandoned himself to it like a dead man. But his 
egs nonetheless walked forward dreamily, carrying his heart 
from valley to valley under a magnificent sun, heavy and 
ow, so low that you had to duck to avoid hitting its golden 
horns with your forehead. 

He reached a field of wheat, all velvety with glints 
of acidic green. Immediately, he felt the urge to wallow in it 
like an ass, with his legs in the air, which he did with delight, 
for fatigue and nausea-had filled his.throat, lungs, stomach 
and intestines. 

Lying on his back with his chest bare, he watched in 
awe as the sun rapidly lowered over him. The speed of the 
stat was such that Mafarka barely had time to sec the disc 
change shape. It was now a colossal hen of solid copper, 
spreadingsits wings of lightover the horizon. When it was 
very close to him,sit trembled, dtooled in his eyes and fell 
on his heatt. 

Mafarka cried) out drunkenly: under the , violent 
suffocation: 

“O Sun, O Hen) with the great magicalmgolden 
eggsl.... Here is the egg of my heart... Warm it, burn it, 
incubate it...” 

And as he was still asleep, he dreamt of breathing in 
the deep corn. A pain in his chest startled him. It was the 
relentless beating of a tenacious beak, from bottom to top, 
against the shell of his heart. 

“My son! My son! It is you who are demanding to 
be born!...” he cried. “My child, sublime bird of the sky, 
with melodious wings!” 

When he woke up, the sun had disappeared and the 
cool evening ait was blooming like an immense wet rose. 
Mafarka drew himself up, and his mouth yearned for the 
opulent display of oranges that the clouds carried, like 
glowing chariots in the sumptuous ruts of the sunset, with a 
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twinkle of dazzling wheels. 

The sailboat was now gliding between black ships, 
all tarred with darkness, which were moving slowly forward, 
pushed by invisible rowers. Their heavy bows moved, 
hostile and rough on the silver water. A narrow channel 
opened up in front of the bowsprit, and the sailboat 
meandered through half-drowned land, soft and padded 
with rotting grass, from which great blue birds rose with a 
crackling, gemmy flight. 

Their splendour was such that the cabin boy gazed 
at them in ecstasy foma long time, forgetting about the 
rudder. The sailboat pitched. 

With a leap, Mafarka grabbed the tiller, for he had 
recognised the dangerous Gandaborrou channel. Ahead of 
them, ¿the bumpy sea of shifting shadows and rocks was 
indecipherable. The frightened little cabin boy began to cry 
in the eneroaching darkness:-Then,Mafarka slowly slid the 
dinghy along the hull of the sailing boat and sank into it 
gently. Then, untying the mooring rope, he rowed, sniffing 
out the invisible reefs, his eyes focused on the, smoky 
distance of the canal. 

Above:his head, the blue-black sky, infinitely far 
away, was adotned with myriads of stars: Suddenly he 
turned round: the sailboat had disappeared. All that 
remained to the west was a thin cloud of yellow fluff, 
softened by the fingers of the breeze and resembling a serin 
smoothing its silky wings with its golden beak. 

Mafarkastook up the oars-again, engulfing his soul 
more and more in boundless sadness. The high cliffs grew 
before him, their fabulous temple facade hollowed out from 
top to bottom in angry shadows, separated from each other 
by greyish pillars supporting the pediment of a basalt 
mountain. 

These were the Hypogeums of Kataletoro. As 
Mafarka approached them, his eyes gradually caught sight of 
soft, undulating forms moving between the pillars. It looked 
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like a crowd bowing in prayer. But his chest, for a moment 
suffocated with anguish, expanded with ease. He could now 
see the clumps of stubby palms and banana trees that half- 
masked the entrance to the Hypogeums. Suddenly he 
stopped, his throat constricted by a heart-rending sob that 
rose from the depths of his entrails and scraped the walls of 
his lungs. 

He wanted to scream, but terror brutally gagged 
him. However, his eyes redoubled their efforts to make out 
something in the great dark voids that hollowed out the 
immense and venerable facade: 

Yes, yesy it wasn't an illusion of thessenses. In these 
two cores,of shadow, two. profiles, soft despite their 
blackness, stood out in a more ‘intense black against the 
surrounding darkness. They seemed tobe sculpted from the 
marrow of-the most compact ebony night. 

They were indeed the’ images adored and sacred 
among all the images of heavenand earth!... The images of 
his father-and mother, transfigured™by, eternal expectation, 
embedded in the very ‘heart of God; thésimages he. would 
have liked to drench and wash away with à déluge of tears! 

Why didn't his |boat obey his stiffened muscles? 
Why was he so slow, groping his way through the oily grass 
and over the sharp stones? He would have liked to leap 
onto the shore, to run for his life, to throw himselfiat their 
feet, to kiss their footprints and hide his face in the dust. 

Finally, unable to stand:it any longer, he jumped out 
of the boat and, waist-deep in water, grabbed the 
hippopotamus skin and loaded it onto his back. 

Despite the amorous perfidy of the shifting sands, 
he kept striding forward, and his voice rushed out of his 
mouth. Confused words rushed between his teeth, like 
women in a panic over a fire, choking between the wings of 
a door. 

“O my father! O my mother! Here I am! Here I 
aml... Don't send me away, pleasel... I am coming to you! I 
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come, carrying on my back my brother, dead in the fight, 
close to mel... Oh, don't accuse me of fratricide!... You 
know that I would have given a thousand times my life to 
defend him against death for one more day, one more 
hour!... Oh, nothing can console me! Nothing can console 
mel... Cant you see?... It's a sinister fatel… Why did 
someone bite his foot?... And I couldn't do anything about 
the venom of the funeral dogs!... Perhaps I was wrong to 
take him with me to the ramparts!... And I can already hear 
your reproaches, O my mother... your voice lacerated with 
sobs!... Oh, your poormaching chest, what it must be 
suffering as yousspeak, © my mother!... Istit the wind that 
cries like that, with the broken, limping sadness of a beggar? 
No! no! it's you, you, my mother!.r”? 

“Oh! Why are you crying like that? Now-you don't 
even dare toyshout at me, so-as not to, upset me! And that 
increases your pain! Why isthat? Why; why, why? Yes, I'm 
the guilty onel....Seratch me! Shout insults at me to make 
you feel better! But, for pity's sake, don't cry like, that 
without talking to mel: Behold! Behold! have come; with 
my poor brother on my back, to bring it tosyou ‘and ‘also, 
know this well; to atone..; to atone for my crimelin, What 
crime? What am I guilty off No! No! Don't listen to me! 
Don't think I killed him! It's not my fault he's dead! My 
pride, my greatness, my desire to dominate? No! It wasn't 
for me that he was fighting on the ramparts!... Oh, Mother! 
Don't you believe it? Because you know how ferocious my 
ambitious desires, arel... And now I- feel, I feel your 
reproaches, and I don't hear them! Oh, my heart, calm 
yourself! You're choking me! You're tearing between my 
teeth! Do you want to die? Do you want to run away?... No, 
no, no, no, no, no! Let me explain everything to my mother, 
so that she doesn't blame me!” 

He stopped exhausted, on his knees, and felt the 
sand give way under the double weight of his body and his 
dead brother! Then, with a jerk of his back, he rose to his 
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feet, and as he advanced through the immense fan of 
shadows that the Hypogea cast over the beach, he resumed 
his mournful prayer: 

“Mother, oh, mother! And you, father, whose gaze 

hangs over me like a tombstone, listen to me! I'll explain! 
Know that it was he who wanted to brave death at any 
hourl... Your blood, yes, your blood, my blood... that's who 
did it! It was your blood that drove him to play with death, 
just as he used to play hide-and-seek with me! And yet I'm 
afraid, I'm afraid, Mother, of suddenly hearing you cry out: 
“What have you done swith yourbrother? Did I not 
recommend hisdife to you with the last breath of my agony? 
Did I not say to you: “Mafarka! look after Magamal and 
carry him always like your heart, sheltered by your ribs and 
between the terrible ramparts of your arms!’”’ Yes, yes, I 
remember!.And I loved him.with.all the immense love you 
had for him, O my venerated-mother! | loved him for being 
so gentle, so frail.and so dating... But it was there that death 
awaited him, death ambushed, like arhunter, in the thicket of 
his courage!” 
“But you're right! I should have locked him up, him 
and his ambition, him and his temerity, face to, faceyso that 
hey could slit each other's throats in san underground 
cellar!... Oh, do not curse me! For pity's sake, for pity's sake, 
ake his corpse in your arms!... I know, I know, dear mother, 
hat you don't want itl...” 

The, voice of Langourama:. “I gave him to you 
alive and beautiful... and now he’s=dead_and rotting!... What 
do you want me to do with him? Take your brother back! 
Take him away! I don't want him! (The voice weakens with a 
moan.) Ah, my poor beloved child, Magamal, Magamal! Your 
hands will no longer tenderly caress my rough cheeks, and 
on the damp earth that surrounds my hut your feet will no 
longer leave their tiny marks!... Magamal! Magamall... 
Listen!... don't run like that!... In the country where you are 
going, there are two roads: one is planted with lilacs and 
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blackcurrants and leads to the happy land of the South, 
beyond the surging belly of the sea... That's where you'll 
find me! The other path is planted with thorny bushes and 
leads to a dark labyrinth strewn with carpets made from 
ghastly snakes and poisonous plants woven together! If 
you follow this path, you will get lost, you will wander 
endlessly, and your sobs will be more numerous than the 
waves of the seal...” 

Mafarka: “I can't hear youl... Mother! Mother!... 
Speak a little louder!... Ah, may I hear your... Bend over so 
that your sweet voice reaches mellMake another effort! Oh, 
little mother, you're so weak! Just like during your agony! 
Yes, yes! I semember that you sometimes lifted. your chest 
and your belly in turn, as if to push your weary, defeated 
voice down to your throat... And your gaunt hand would 
clawiat yourspoor, parched teats to extract the heavy word 
that you couldn't give me! You wanted to tell me about your 
pain, your suffering, and the precise spot where the hideous 
black scorpion had hidden, so that-your son could catch it! 
And tow you can't, you don't want to draw the, horrible 
pain out of your guts and hurl it at me! SpeakkSpeak! Speak! 
Speak!-Fase your chest!... Your lips are moving, Fean! see 
it... But yout voice is so pale and so distant!" (Mafarka 
throws himself, sobbing, his face to the ground.) No!... Nol... You're 
breaking my heart! I don't deserve this reproach! (Then 
leaping to his feet, head held high.) But if you don't want it, 
mother! mother! T have something else to offer youl... Yes, 
to console your heart and distract your loneliness, I'm 
bringing you a son, Mother, do youshear?... The son of your 
son, the son of my womb}... 

The voice of Langourama: “Where is he? Where 
is he?...” 

Mafarka: You're the one asking me, "Where is he? 
Don't you trust me any more?... Alas! you love only him... 
Ah! don’t you even one word of love, you can tell mel... But 
don't be impatient, my mother!... You'll see him! You'll see 
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him soon! He's here in my arms! His voice echoes in my 
voicel... Oh, they're not words, they're symbols! A son will 
be born of me, a son of flesh and bone!... But immortal! 
Don’t you know, my mother? And, from the depths of 
eternity, you will be able to contemplate him still alive 
before you... always radiant with youth!... Dry your tears!... 
You mustn't cry any morel... Save your tears for the day of 
my death, which is approaching! 

Langourama: What are you saying? What are you 
saying my sone... 

Mafarka: “Ohy Mother! Thank you! Your anguish 
consoles my agony! So I haven't lost your heart.” 

Langourama: “Oh! I’ve always looked,after youl... 
From afar, alas! And I was close ‘to you! At night I would 
suddenly wake up to the:glow of your sword, there, in the 
dust,of thestamparts... And it took mel long time to fall 
asleep at the bottom of my-satcophagus, shaken by your 
warlike ‘breath!... Every morning, before I woke up 
completely, I'd say to myself: “Is hescoming back today?” 
Then would pray..: | prayed so hard that.you had to;come 
back!” 

Mafarka: “But, alas!... I have returned tomdie at 
your feet!” 

Langourama: “Mafatka, show me your son! Do 
you want to play with your mother's poor heart?” 

Mafarka: “No! Tm not playing! T don't know how 
to play any more!... I am humble, and-I placewmy forehead 
lower, lower than your sacred knees!... I'm going to die 
soon, to be reborn in the body of myyson!... I shall begin my 
life anew in his powerful limbs, whose resplendent youth 
will kill with astonishment and pleasure all those who 
contemplate him! I will live again in him, without the 
remorse, without the heavy mistakes, without the wounds 
of the first defeats; I will take back the hope of my twenty 
years in his veins... I will live again in his new heart... My 
son will have melodious wings to fly over the curve of the 
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earth! Farewell to boats crawling on the sea! I want him to 
fly, skimming the masts of the sailing ships and singing like 
the birds!... Just as the chiefs gather silently under the tent 
of the supreme commander on the morning of a decisive 
battle, the winds of heaven will gather under the great wings 
of my son...” 

“As for me, I have left the fight forever! But, O my 
mother, do not think me unworthy of your womb. You saw 
me on the ramparts! In five days I seized my destiny and 
raised my name to the stars! But I wasted ten years 
trampling around in Boubassa's belly!.And I wear my body 
like an old galabieh, already threadbare atthe elbows and 
knees... I'm»the King of Africa! What do I care? I wanted 
other things! You see, there before me, in that 
hippopotamus skin, is my brother, heart of my heart, blood 
of my blood; my brother seething with tage, all ulcerated 
and already rotten!... And life-has weakened the strength of 
my thundering eyes, eyes that.before my enemies could 
scarcely dare’ to state into!...” 

It was then that Mafarka suddenly. felt himself lifted 
by a shadowy gust and swept, forward. Fésflew into the 
Hypogeum corridor. The violence of the wind was such that 
he braced himself to avoid being knockedsover. And so he 
ran on the indomitable blast that was engulfing the bowels 
of the mountain. The gust of wind whirled him, several 
imes under the giant arches, which roared like a huge stable 
when spring storms lash the rutting herds with lightning. 
Pushed forward by illusory blows to his back, 
Mafarka banged left and right, against the edges and spines 
of the walls, sliding along the muted, muddy ground that 
rose and fell, with snares and open pits. 

At times, his footsteps drew complaints and hissing 
noises from the ground, as if he were walking on mats made 
of braided snakes. 

“Oh, my father! O mother with eyes of beneficent 
rain, spare me! You want to kill me! Do so if you want! But 
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spare the sacred burden I carry!” 

Brusquely, invisible hands seized his funeral bag. 
Mafarka let it slip from his back and fall onto the wide 
flagstones, which echoed deeply like the living bosom of the 
earth. 

Immediately a dark gust lifted the king and pushed 
him forward, with frightening speed, into the bituminous 
darkness that his mouth perceived more than his blinded 
eyes. 

There, in front of the whirlwind of his mad race, 
the darkness lightened» as it disintegrated... It gradually 
formed a smokydise, thinning to a diaphanous thickness. 

The greyness gradually disappeared under a spray of 
pink andigreen freshness. It was the sea, whipped up by the 
youngest and most violent of suns. 

Fors the Hypogeums’ ran sight through. the 
mountains’ of Toum-Toum, which stretched out on a 
promontory, so. ‘that the immense gallery of tombs 
overlooked the sea on both sides. 

Mafarka found himself in an amphitheatre of high, 
tiered rocks, at the far end of the great Gulf.of Agagatoh, 
where-he savoured the; green surface with an avid, gaze, 
coated with a butter of yellow rayssthat the | breeze 
incessantly sweetened. An attractive cake offered to his wild 
hunger. 
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Chapter IX 
The futurist discourse 


“Mafarka! Mafarka!” 

Mafarka woke up suddenly under the streaming lava 
of the African sunset. He had slept for a long time in a 
hollow of inaccessible rocks, at the bottom of a cove that 
communed with the sea via a narrow channel. The scarlet 
roar of the waves, burning with madness and rage contained 
beneath the torpor that crushed him. A galloping storm on 
the open sea. 

“Mafarka!... Mafarka!.... Lord!... Lord)...” He 
climbed to his feet. 

“Who is calling me, over there, behind, the 
promontorye... Who is calling mesamid the hoarse roar of 
the waves?” 

A= sailboat of purple andyebony appeared in the 
natrows. Three ‘others followed, pitching in place and 
overloaded’ with black sailors, like barrels full: of “grapes. 
Clusters of people with! a thousand arms gesticulating. A 
clash of voices.and a clatter of waves inthe red, steaming 
vat of the gulf. The sailors were all.shouting at once, like 
madmen, to fight against the voice of the sea. 

“Lord! We, your brothers, your sons, your fellow 
soldiers, have come to offer you. oh, nol... to beg you to 
accept the supreme command...” 

Mafarka, standing motionless, spat back into the 
sea: 


“Bah! Bah! Flee, you race of dogs and beaten slaves! 
I haven't got time to argue with brutes and cowards! Don't 
you have any ideas of your own, any will of your own... you 
whom I've always seen running around me with the 
bustling, solemn haste of turkeys?... Get on with itl... I've 
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had enough of your despicable lives, men full of faults, tares 
and slow leprosy, men predestined to decay and death! I 
want to surpass myself by creating, with the sole effort of 
my heart, a youth more radiant than my own, an immortal 
youth! But why am I telling you this? Really, you're fools, 
and I resent your coming here to disturb me in my solitude! 
Here I am, forced to throw my rare spirit into the sea, like a 
cat in a bagl... What do you want from me? My strength and 
my genius? Abdalla, you really could have spared yourself 
this chore! You, yes, you, my brother in arms... you, the 
valiant young captain whom I loved:above all others... Don't 
you know who lam? Do you think I'm capable of listening 
to your prayers and following your advice? But what's in 
your veins? And what are you made of, if you felt the need 
to rush to me like a child in its mother's arms? What heart 
do you havesif you haven't felt the desire to kill me and take 
my places life really so long when you want to waste half 
of it at my knees? The truth is, bfled because I was afraid of 
growing old» with this. wretched sceptre in my hands! I was 
afraid of the accommodations of age and future cowardice... 
I felt envy and, jealousy for you, yes, for you, ‘for your 
riumphant youth, which would have surpassed me one day 
or another!” 
“Are you talking about taking back the sceptre? 
More like a stick!... It's a fine pastime, and worthy of a hero 
like me, to control the soldiers’ hardness! Once victory has 
been achieved, my presence is no longer necessary! I was 
proud that the Arabs were my-soldiers# But that they 
should become my flock... a lamentable fate, the very 
hought of which would have withered their blood and 
mine forever! I don’t speak lightly, Abdalla; I have coldly 
weighed their desperate courage! That is why I have 
abandoned the fruits of victory to those whose souls are 
usurious and slow, and who love to agonise.” 

“I know that I will be accused of handing you over 
defenseless to the enemies, after having used you to build 
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my greatness... Not to boast about it, in any case, because 
I'm giving you the conquered sceptre! But after having 
enjoyed it! What more do you want? I was satiated!” 

"Would you like, Abdalla, that in order to fix my 
will in the hearts of my people, I imitate those stupid tattoo 
artists who patiently draw symbolic figures on the skin, the 
outline of which they carefully pierce with a piece of saw- 
toothed scale? Do you want me... to spend my days 
hammering away at crude principles with a cruel mallet? No, 
no, I'm not a tattoo artist or a wood engraver! I only like the 
blood that gushes out-under the redoubled blows of my axe. 
I would hardly know how to introduce intosthat wound the 
colour of my ideas, crushed and diluted with.a small brush! 

“T don't have the cautious wisdom of accountants... 
I can seize power, but only to hand_it over, immediately 
afterwards;-to careful hands... My. fighter’s fingers would 
chip away/at your crown. And’ I.don't want to spend my 
time foiling plots.and unmasking traitors!” 

Arvoice cried out: 

“Lord... Lordi. There are no mote traitors and you 
have no*more enemies!....Boubassa's followers» are: gone... 
Sabattan tool...” 

“Oh; Lknow that, because I'm the.one who killed 
him on the deck of the sailing boat where he came to lay a 
final trap for me!” 

“Glory to you, Mafarka!. Glory to your indomitable 
strength! We clamor for your almighty arm...” 

“What more can I do with-you, now that the war is 
over? From now on, you can tell everyone that I've become 
a mechanical bird builder!... Are you laughing? Don't you 
understand? I'm building and giving birth to my son, a giant, 
invincible bird with big, flexible wings that can reach for the 
stars!” 

“Nothing will prevail against him, not the roaring 
tempest, nor the lash of lightning! He is down there, at the 
bottom of the gulf. In the thirty days l've been working, l've 
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never doubted that I'll make him a son worthy of my soul... 
Infinity is his!... You don't believe this miracle is possible? 
It's because you don't have confidence in your own 
masculine will!... You have to have the joy and the will to 
give yourself entirely to your prodigy, like a suicidal man 
gives himself to the sea!... It was with my own hands that I 
carved my son out of the wood of a young oak tree... I 
found a mixture that transforms plant fibres into living flesh 
and solid muscles... His face is harmonious and powerful; 
but none has yet admired it... And I work with my chisel at 
night, in the light of the stats.” 

“During the day, I cover him with tiger pelts, so 
hat the workmen do not sully him, with their crude 
glances... Under my orders, the blacksmiths of Milmillah are 
building a great cage of oak and iron to protect my son 
from the rapacity of the wind. "There are two thousand of 
hem, whipped out of the villages and subdued by my voice. 
The weavers of, lsagahoutso are; preparing at this Very 
moment the strong, light fabric that.is to cover his) large 
wings of whalebone. It's an indestructible . fabric, woven 
from the fibre of the palm tree, and coloured-by the sun in 
various shades. of gold, rust and blood...” 

He bound with great strides, leaping from rock to 
rock, His body seemed so freed from clumsiness and 
human weight that at times, likera colossal eagle. defending 
its brood; he flew, winged and: free, over the flutter of the 
sails and the)shrick of the sailors: 

And Abdalla, hoisting himself up on the mast of his 
boat, shouted: 

“Mafarka! Mafarkal we offer you our strength, and 
our arms are ready to serve you in this divine work!” 

“No! No! Thank you, inhabitants of Tell-el-Kibir... 
Abdalla! the command of the city is yours alone!... Besides, 
it’s not subjects that I want, but slaves.” 

Suddenly, thunder burst over the sea. The lightning, 
like a giant, its head held low between its clasped hands, its 
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egs quivering with gold, took a violet and electric dive from 
he springboard of a cloud and plunged into the sea. The 
herd of waves, buffaloes with horns of smoke, galloped out 
o sea in front of the inlet, to watch over the bounty of 
boats and men piled up there in the cove and reserved for 
hem. 

“Away, Abdalla!... Away!... You see: a storm is 
brewing out there... And I can't save you!... There's no way 
of climbing up those slippery walls!...” 

Mafarka's beautiful ethereal voice riposted the 
hunder. 

As he spoke, he walked with largeïstrides along the 
high crageyarocks, and his mouth{swollen with brine hurled 
violent words like axes cutting the squall. 


“Away with youl... I don’t want to. see you 
entombed by this gyre!” 
And Abdalla responded: 


“Nol! Noli. This tempest, our death, what does it 
matter to-us? We who want to seeyour face again... We 
want Only that our eyes, doomed to demise, drink deeply of 
your vehement image.” 

At this Mafarka rose to his full height, shouting: 

“Alhamdulillah! Alhamdulillah! Lethank ‘you! For 
behold: my lessons have at last borne exalted fruit!... Yes, 
yes, Abdallal... Yes, yes, my brothers, I open my arms to you 
and embrace you with my heart, for you are worthy of 
listening to the mysterious language of my religion!... I 
teach you to despise death, to feed on danger, to gamble 
your lives, as you do, for an idea, for a regard, for a 
spectacle!” 

"Your eyes are more lucid and powerful than ever! 
Your ears can hear the voice of the Sun and the weeping of 
the stars, at this moment when the storm is breaking over 
you, with its great whips whirling with foam and scouring 
the waves!... I will teach you to push out of your muscles, 
out of your mouths, the WILL, like the red breath of an 
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oven, like a supernatural force, so that it masters, transforms 
and overcomes wood, granite, iron and all metals...” 

“It is thus that I now release my WILL, still young 
and powerful, from this body already crushed by so many 
useless efforts... It is thus that I breath my WILL into the 
new body of my son. He will be strong in his beauty, which 
will not tense before the spectacle of death! I will give him 
my soul with a kiss, PH live in his heart, in his lungs, behind 
the shadow of his eyes... I will perch myself on the rosy 
terrace of his lips... He is more beautiful than all the men 
on this Earth. His giantstatute is twenty cubits high and his 
all-powerful arms can work the day long, his wings 
stretching from the Bedouin tents|to the rooms of your huts 
and longer still. For know this; I have birthed my son 
without the aid of a vulval... Do you understande... Listen 
to me... One night, violently T asked myself: “Do I need 
gnomes rufining like sailorsvon the.deck of my chest to lift 
my arms? Do I need a’captain on the dock of my forehead 
to open my eyes like. two compasses?...” To these two 
questions my infallible instinct replied: “No!” I concluded 
that it is possible to push from ones flesh, without the help 
and stinking complicity of the woman's womb, an immortal 
giant of infallible wings!” 

“You must believe in theabsolute power and 
definition of WILL, which must be cultivated, intensified, 
by following cruel discipline, until the moment when it 
bursts from our spine and surges beyond thedimits of our 
muscles, with inconceivable force and speed.” 

“Our will must come fromewithin, to take hold of 
matter and modify it to our whim. We can thus fashion 
everything around us, and endless renew the face of the 
world. Soon, if you pray to your will, you can give birth 
without resorting to a woman’s vulva.” 

« C’est ainsi que j’ai tué PAmour, en le remplaçant 
par la sublime volupté de ’Héroisme ! Pour goûter cette 
nouvelle ivresse, vous devez aiguiser jusqu’au spasme le 
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plaisir de la tâche accomplie et augmenter pour cela, 
graduellement, votre effort en éloignant son but. Il faut 
pousser jusqu’au plus délicieux des délires le regret des 
tendresses détruites. Il faut posséder les paysages 
langoureux, enivrants et mélancoliques, tous les crépuscules 
et tous les clairs de lune de la terre avec des regards 
implacables. Il faut préparer et cultiver tous les dangers pour 
discipliner le plaisir aigu de leur échapper. 

“That's how I killed Love, by replacing it with the 
sublime pleasure of Heroism! To savour this new 
intoxication, you have.toysharpen'to the point of spasm the 
pleasure of theatask accomplished, and gradually increase 
your effort by moving away from its goal. You have to push 
the regret of destroyed tenderness to the point of the most 
delicious delirium. You: must possess , the languorous, 
intoxicating-and melancholy landscapés, all the twilights and 
moonlights of the earth with-implacable eyes. You have to 
prepare ‘for and ‘cultivate allthe dangers in ordet to 
discipline the acute pleasure of escaping them.” 

“This is the new Voluptuousness, that will, rid the 
world of Love; when I, have founded. the ‘religion of 
externalised Will and daily Heroism.” 

«Mais ou donc est votre volontés Ou done est 
votre héroismer... Ce mest pas que vous manquiez de 
courage l... car vous avez longtemps caressé les flancs de la 
Mort, sutiles remparts! Mais votre désir était trop faible .. . 
C’est pourquoi elle ne vous a pas jugés dignes de sa couche 
diamantée de vers! Vous ne comprenez donc pas encore? 
Quelles brutes! N’espérez pas que je vous insuffle les 
principes de ma philosophie à la façon des joueurs de 
zommarak, qui gonflent graduellement leurs joues! Voici ma 
pensée, crispée comme mon poing. .. De même qu'il y a 
d'innombrables fragments de matière organique qui 
tourbillonnent autour du Soleil, dont ils reçoivent de la 
lumière et auquel ils restent attachés par des liens invisibles 
mais indestructibles et par une fidélité filiale ; de même 
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chacun de nous reçoit de Punivers une incessante lumière et 
s'enrichit parfois de souvenirs et de sensations recueillies 
dans son pèlerinage, durant les infi- nies transformations 
que sa matière immortelle a traversées !... 

"But where is your Will?... Where is your Heroism? 
It is not that you lack courage!... for you have long caressed 
the flanks of Death on the ramparts! But your desire was 
too weak... That's why she didn't deem you worthy of her 
diamond bed of worms! Don't you understand yet? What 
brutes!... Don't expect me to infuse you with the principles 
of my philosophy in the: manner of zommarak players, ee 

! Here's my thought, as tight as 
my fist... Just as there are innumerable fragments of organic 
matter swirling around the Sun, : from which they receive 
light and to which they remain attached by invisible but 
indestructible bonds and filial fidelity; soteach of us receives 
an incessant light from the universe and is sometimes 
entiched' by memories and sensations gathered during his 
pilgrimage, during the infinite transformations that his 
immortal matter has gone through!...” 

“Our spirit, which is the superior manifestation of 
organized and vital matter, accompanies | in “all | it’s 
transformations the matter, itself}, conserving in its new 
forms the sensations of it’s past, the-tenuous vibrations of 
its energy, since exhausted... Divinity and individual 
continuity, of the all powerful spirit of the WILL, that must 
be externalized, to change the world!... This#is the only 
religion.” 

“Push to splendour every minute of our lives by the 
acts of impetuous WILL, from risk to risk, continually 
courting Death, which will immortalize with a rough kiss 
the fragments of our matter, remembered in all its beauty! 

» 

“Its thus that future lives will be embellished, when 
new living forms live in the redoubled joy of our formidable 
lives.” 
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“T glorify violent Death, at the cusp of youth, Death 
which takes us when we ate worthy of its divine 
voluptuousness!... Woe betide he who lets his body grow 
old and his spirit wither!...” 

At these words, the son of Mouktar rose to his full 
towering height on the bowsprit of the boat and sang these 
words: 

“T believe in you Mafarka! You will soon see me die 
in the triumphant splendour of my youth” 

Puis, du haut de la proue tanguante, il s’élança, les 
bras ouverts, sur la pointe’d’une roche, où il s’embrocha par 
le milieu du ventre avec le frétillement sanglant des thons 
cloués par la bourrasque. 

Then, from the top of the swaying bow, he leapt, 
arms outstretched, onto: the edge of a tock, where he 
skewered himself through the middle of the belly with the 
bloody wail of tuna nailed bya gustof wind. 

Des rugissements répondirent à son dernier râle 
déchirant. 

Roarsanswered his last heart-rending groan, 

— Taisez-vous! cria Mafarka. Je hausse la voix, car 
la Mort elle-même n a pasile droit ni la force de mereouper 
la parole. 

Il se tenait debout contre le-vent qui l’assaillait de 
toutes parts par bourrades violentes, comme une foule 
soulève dans ses bras son tyran.ou son libérateur. Et sa voix 
planait sut le craquement des mats et dés antennes 
entrechoquées et, sur les flocons -d’écumesvolante que les 
fléaux d’un vent batteur émiettaient dans Paire de ce golfe 
tragique. 

— Contemplez mon âme durcie, mes nerfs souples 
et vibrants sous la volonté implacable et lucide!... Mon 
cerveau métallisé voit partout des angles nets en de rigides 
systèmes symétriques. Les jours à venir sont là, devant moi, 
fixés, droits et parallèles, comme des routes militaires bien 
tracées pour les armées de mes désirs !... Quant au passé 
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lointain de ma jeunesse, aboli ! aboli !... J’ai eu moi aussi des 
soirs damour où j'aimais bander mes yeux avec les bras frais 
d’une vierge... Et je plongeais ma tête entre des seins 
parfumés, pour ne pas voir les remords multiformes qui se 
dressaient comme des nuages sur Phorizon. Oui, Pamour, la 
femme... cela peut cacher un instant le ciel et remplir lé puits 
de l’espace... Mais je les ai effacées de ma mémoire ! Et 
pourtant il y avait de doux ombrages dans mon pays, où la 
lumière, au crépuscule, était affable et intime. Les étoiles 
étaient si familières, qu’on aurait bien voulu leur tendre la 
main pleine de mil, comme à des moineaux argentés... Et la 
nuit était complaisante à ma lâcheté. Dans les bras des 
femmes, jessentais le souvenir des faiblesses de la journée, 
qui tampait sur mes pieds, gagnait mon cœur en tâtonnant 
sur mes nerfs dénoués et fébriles, tandis que, mon 
imagination»avait des cabrements. délicieux et dorés, au vol 
fugitif dessensations.. Toutcela, cest le poison de la viel. . . 
Alors, je rêvais et.jesouffrais de tout : de vivre et de vouloir, 
de rêver et -d’écoutet ma souffrance"dans l’ombrel... Poésie! 
Poésie! O sublime poutriture de ’amel:..Enfin, me yoila tel 
que je voulais être : voué au suicide et pret a-lenfantement 
du diew que chacun porte) dans ses entrailles! Ma mort est 
nécessaire-a sa vie! Tant mieux! Ivresse” de: se briser 
comme la coque d’un œuf, d’où jaillira le poussin idéal !... 
Balance de vie et de mort, pèse vite mes jours! Je tiens mon 
destin sous ma main, comme l’encolure d’un cheval fidèle, 
prêt à me porter là où s’envole Paigle.de mon désir. 

La mer scandait la voixide Mafarka avec un fracas 
d’éboulement sur les brise-lames. Av la cadence de chacune 
de ces phrases vociférées sur le vent, la houle semblait jeter 
des cadavres par milliers dans la gueule des rochers. 

Les barques se balançaient furieusement en 
secouant les ombres fourmillantes des matelots accrochés à 
la mâture comme des taons sur les pattes d’un cheval 
renversé. 

Mafarka leur cria: 
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Mafarka cried to them: 

— Je vous salue et je vous bénis!. . . Tenez! voici le 
baiser de votre maitre et de votre roi !... Allez! je vous le 
commande! Gare! gare! Attendez! Virez donc! Attention, 
Abdalla! Ordonne vite que chaque barque se glisse toute 
seule dans le goulet, en larguant son foc pour profiter du 
courant !... Rentrez les rames !... Vous les fra- casseriez! Ne 
larguez pas les voiles hautes, car le grain qui dépasse les 
roches vous culbuterait dans le remous !... Partez ! Allons ! 
Un à un, en filant légèrement sur la lame !... Equilibrez- 
vous, les hommes à bord); deux surda proue et deux sur la 
poupe !... Oui loui |... Bravo, Abdalla l... Cest çà ! Et que 
ceux d’entre vous qui survivront annoncent à la ville de 
Tell-el-Kibir que Mafarka rendra bientôt son ame. dans la 
bouche de son fils Gazourmah, invincible, maitre de 
Pespace, le-géant aux vastes ailes.orangées ! Gomme il eut 
dit ‘ces mots, le troupeausmugissant de buffles marins 
escalada le brise-lames ‘en un tumulte effroyable de croupes 
et de cornes ‘fumeuses, culbutanttoutes les barques 
bouseulées dans la crique. Deux seules.s’esquivérent, voiles 
dehors, par le goulet, comme des voleurs. 

— Adieu ! adieu, mes frères ! La Mort vous. tient 
entte ses levres violatres et vous suce le sang,-èt ses caresses 
vous marbrent le corps, et ses baisers vous décharnent 
voluptueusement. . . Jouis, jouis donc, 6 toi, Abdalla! Jouis, 
mon ami, parmi le fauque. halètement des rames 
impuissantes et brisées, l’entrechoc des matures et les 
grands rires déchirants des voiles hystériques qui brülent 
d’être nues... nues et trempées de sueur amoureuse dans les 
bras tranchants de la Mort. 

Mafarka courait à droite, à gauche sur l’aréte des 
roches, excitant à la volupté de mourir tous ces corps 
piétinés, ballottés, écrasés en bouillie sur les roches, toutes 
ces vies qui se tordaient de délices sur le corps sursautant de 
la déesse noire. 

— Meurs ! criait-il ; meurs de délices, chair de 
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Phomme !... Meurs de volupté !... 

Mafarka avait la voix rauque et saccadée d’un amant 
qui pousse à force de caresses le corps de sa maîtresse 
adorée vers un spasme effrayant, en lui disant : — Jouis ! 
jouis, ma bien-aimée ! Jouis partout! Dans tes seins et dans 
tes bouches roses !... Tu souffres de plaisir, n’est-ce pas?. . . 
Oh ! souffre encore |... » 

La-bas, les deux barques survivantes filaient noires, 
dansantes et sublimes dans le tourbillon de la bourrasque, et 
leur ligne de flottaison écumante ricanait sur l’ébène des 
vagues, comme la bouek nè 
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CHAPTER X 
LES FORGERONS DE MILMILLAH 


Le soleil s’abandonnait comme un nageur sur la 
mer, quand Habibi et Luba atteignirent les bananiers des 
Hypogées. C’étaient deux fellahines mystérieuses, fréles, 
mignonnes, claires toutes les deux, d’une couleur de bois 
coupé et verni par le soleil. Elles étaient drapées dans des 
étoffes sombres et _moelleusesMOn.ne voyait que leurs 
grands yeux noits cernés de kohl, qui lui, saient sous la 
frange des cils et le galbe lascif de leut, bras nu, hâlé, qui 
soutenait sur la téte une corbeille bondée de fruits. Leurs 
cheveux noirs, tressés et-roulés en forme de belles figues, 
exa géraientleur charme agreste. Elles haletaient, et la hate 
désordonnait gracieusement leutsallure fière et cadencée. 
Elles.glissérent a.pas feutrés sous Ja voûte ténébreuse, pour 
se cachet derrière les piliers: 

Inquiétes, elles explorérent du tegard la plage, là- 
bas, où une grande cage de fer s’érigeait à contre-jour pâle, 
sut ses innombrables pilotis, avec tout autour lemflux et 
reflux des hommes nus qui se pliaient en cadence le long de 
Parmature noire, sous le vaste tournoiement des matteaux 
brandis. 

— Il est encore là. Tu le vois, Habibi |Ma farka, 
c’est cet homme debout sur le rocher avec celgrand fouet 
qui tourbillonne comme un vol d'oiseaux nocturnes ! 

— Pourvu que Gouna et Gamela ne nous aient pas 
vues ! 

—Oh! nous les avons devancées de beau coup ... et 
la nuit sera tombée qu’elles ne seront pas encore la. 

—Oh ! Habibi, ma petite chérie ! Viendra-t-il ? 

— Oui, oui !... Bientôt !... Embrasse-moi vite !... Je 
suis heureuse autant que toi si Mafarka nous aime toutes les 
deux... Et je ne souffre pas quand il te caresse. 
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— Il nous préfère aux autres ! Oh ! moi, jen suis 
surel... Il accepte tous nos dons... Et j’en ai de délicieux ! 

— Que lui as-tu porté ? 

— Desbananes, des gâteaux parfumés de rose et 
des confitures de dattes. 

— Moi, j'ai du vin de Syrie, des amandes et des 
pistaches pilées. .'. C’est très bon ! Goûte un peu !... 

— Oui, c’est très bon. . Mais il n’a jamais le temps 
de savourer ces bonnes choses. . . Et il pousse tout dans sa 
gorge, comme un poison, rapidement, pour s’en 
débarrasser. 

— As-tu regardé ses yeux’. On dirait un loup qui 
écartèle un agneau, quand il nous embrasse toutes nues! .. . 
Hier soir, je suis res tée seuler près de lui, tandis qu’il 
travaillait là bas. J'étais cachée derrière un rocher... . Tout à 
coup, il m’apergut et, lâchant.sa hache, ilise rua sur moil... Je 
me suis laissé faire!... Il m’a-écrasée de plaisir. . . Puis, se 
relevant d'un bond,.il a enjambé-:mon corps tout nu et s’est 
remis au travail sans plus me regarder !... Mais c’est doux 
quand meme +; et moi, je passerais ma vie à l’aimet ainsi, 
offerte tous les soirs et couchée devant lui. ‘= Seulement, je 
suis triste quand ilprendiles autres femmes. . . . 

Habibi, et Luba s'étaient. accroupies dans la 
pénombre, sous les piliers, et elles Gtaient soi gneusement 
les voiles roses de leurs petits baquets pleins de fruits et de 
gâteaux disposés avec art. 

Ace.moment, un clapotement de voix»fraiches leur 
annonça leurs compagnes. C’étaient six fem mes arabes, 
vétues de soieries bleues. Les unes soutenaientun marmot 4 
califourchon sur l’épaule, les autres faisaient osciller avec 
adresse des jarres hautes sur leur téte ciselée. D’autres s’avan 
çaient, un panier contre la hanche, avec un doux 
tressaillement des seins sous leurs robes. Leurs reins se 
creusaient à la naissance du dos, si bien que le mouvement 
gracieux de leur tête défer lait du haut en bas et se perdait 
dans l’ondoie ment des fesses joliment arrondies. 


174 


Aussitôt, leurs voix entrecroisées  sautillérent 
comme des oiseaux sur les branches et rebondirent 
jusqu'aux profondeurs des Hypogées, cher chant au loin des 
échos inconnus et sommeillants, qui gémirent comme en 
rêve les noms mélo dieux des fellahines : Gouna, Gamela, 
Galgalaï, Dellaloa, Laballa... 

Elles s’accroupirent en s’adossant a la base des 
piliers. Leur voix s’abaissait pour laisser monter le vaste 
bruissement de la mer, qui épar pillait ses vagues sur la 
plage, d’un geste vaste et circulaire, comme un semeur lassé. 

Parfois la vaguevouytaityson écume, éventail de 
pierreries, qu’elle retirait ensuite tefermé ‘et craintif, pour 
recommencer sans cesse ce. jeu d'amour languissant et 
d'ennui, devant le soleil assis là-bas sur les rochers, les 
coudes pointés sur ses genoux et le menton dans les mains, 
comme un-nageur qui vient de ttaverser,la mer. 

Lechuchotement harmonieux des femmes se mêlait 
auj froufrou de lamer en formant une plainte suffoquée, 
tandis que-la-bas éclatait le chant enivré des hommes attelés 
aux cabestans. : „> Pes cris des travailleurs croulaient 
pésamment, comme des blocs haineux, avec leuts marteaux, 
et se relevaient en plein ciel en s’envolant, flocons d’éeume... 
Quand ils se turent, Habibi reprit; tout bass 

— Oma chérie, j’ai bien envie de ses baisers, ce 
soir!... Et toi... Hélas! il va peut-être préférer une de ces 
petites sottes qui ne l’aiment pas!... Moi, j'ai les seins qui me 
brûlent... Touche là, comme ils sont durs ! 

— Oui. ». Et les miens?. >. Regarde là, là, sous la 
chemise... Tu vois? Embrasse-moi; Luba, car jai peur 
d’entendre son pas rude ! Oh! si tu savais comme il me l'ait 
peur!... On dit dans le village que c’est un démon, un bon dé 
mon, et qu’il faut lui obéir. . . 

— On m'a dit que c’est un roi tout-puissant qui 
gouverne sur toute l’Afriquel... Il veut, pa rait-il, construire 
des ailes immenses avec du fer et de l’écorce de palmier 
pour s’envoler en plein ciel et livrer bataille à ses ennemis, 
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qui sont cachés dans les nuages ! 

— Tous lui obéissent, on ne sait comment. Il n’a 
qu’à parler pour que tous se ruent à ses pieds !... Il y a des 
vieillards décrépits qui tra vaillent comme des jeunes gens. . . 
Et plus d’une centaine sont déjà morts de fatigue. 

— Mais pourquoi doit-il se hâter ainsi? 

— Oh! je ne comprends vraiment pas, et tout ce 
qu’il dit est mystérieux !... Il a Pair de piéti ner des cadavres 
en marchant, et sa voix fait retentir les voûtes des maisons ! 

Mais elles se turent, comme par enchantement, 
soudainement surprises»pat le silence.de leurs compagnes. 
Et, figées, le coeur battant, elles attendirent avec angoisse. 

Surgit alors Mafarka, noir sur le, plongeon 
flamboyant du soleil et le jaillissement des nuages en 
panaches d’eau rose. 

Sa-taille apparaissait énorme dans l’encadre ment 
des hauts,piliers. 

Il regarda vers le fond des: Hypogées, puis. tournant 
le dos aux femmes; il fixa longtemps la grande cage qui 
emprisonnait les ailes de'son fils et la marée ténébreuse des 
ouvriers qui grouillaient tout autour, comme des poulpes sur 
la carcasse dune baleine, 

Dès qu'il eut aperçu les deux jeunesfilles, il cria : 

— Que faites-vous la?. , . filez! Ne vous ai-je pas dit 
cent fois qu'il ne fallait pas vous accrou pir sous ces voûtes 
sacrées?... Sortez!... La haut, le plafond craque et se lézarde, 
depuis que j’ai fait arracher la travée qui servait de clef de 
voutel... Filez!.,. Voulez-vous donc-que je vous gifle au sang 
sur les deux joues, petites sottes?... 

Habibi ne bougea pas, et sans frayeur lui répondit 
d’une voix de flûte timide et plaintive : 

— Maitre, nous sommes partout où tu peux désirer 
nos breuvages, nos gâteaux et nos lèvres!... Nous avons fait 
pour toi tablée à part... 

Mafarka, d’un geste violent, écarta les autres 
femmes. 
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— Allez! Dit-il 

Puis, se tournant vers Habibi : 

Avance donc, toi, et ta compagne aussi. . Comment 
tappelles-tu? 

— Habibi. 

— Et moi, Luba. 

— Que m’avez-vous apporté, fillettes? 

— Oh! voici. . . voici, grand Mafarka! Voici. . Tu 
peux choisir. 

— C’est bon ! C’est bon, les bananes ! 

Et il s’assit, jambes croisées;entre Habibi et Luba. 

— J’ai faim, jai faim. . . et soif aussil. .. Ma gorge 
est pleine de sable amer! Mais mon cœur est content, car 
mon filsy mon fils puissant et immortel est enfanté |... Il 
s'appelle Gazourmah, Ce: soir, nous avons monte ses ailes 
couleur de-soleil, et demain... demain... Allons! vite, donne 
moi a manger, Habibi:!... Ah! sivous saviez comme mon 
coeur bondit, saute.et ‘cabriole de joie, comme un enfant, 
comme des milliers d’enfants dans la*eampagne !... Caril est 
beau,’ mony fils!” Beau en tous ses :membres, qui sont 
effrayants de force et stupéfiants de perfection... Oli! je suis 
heureux, heureux, ce soit, @’avoit accompli ma tâches, Et il 
faut bien. que je me récompense. avec vos” friandises |... 
Donnez moi toutes ces bonnes choses! 

Les deux jeunes filles riaient, en s’abandon nant à la 
dérive dans Ponde fraiche de sa gaieté. Elles lui enlaçaient la 
taille, en portant à ses lèvres. les fruits, les fleurs et les 
gâteaux. 

— Bois ! dit Habibi, bois, mon bien-aimé !... 

Elle penchait sur Mafarka un flacon plein de vin de 
Syrie, qu’elle vidait à petits coups entre ses lèvres puissantes, 
soulevant toujours plus haut son coude nu, rosé par le soir. 

— Ah! quelle fraîcheur et quel jardin de roses tu 
m'as mis dans la gorge !... C’est vraiment aussi doux... non! 
moins doux que tes lévres, ma petite Habibi, et que les 
tiennes, Luba !... Vous n’étes pas jalouses?... Bravo! C’est 
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comme ça qu’il faut être !... Pas jalouses du tout !... Et vous 
m’aimez toutes les deux?... Alors, il faut me partager! Oui! 
seulement, c’est fatigant! Ah! bah! Je suis jeune, assez jeune 
pour vous assouvir toutes les deux ce soir!. . . Car je veux 
jouir, jouir à ma pleine satisfaction! Demain, je ne serai 
plus !... 

Son visage s’obscurcit. . . Il sentait son cœur rugir et 
sauter dans sa poitrine, comme un tigre, toutes ses griffes 
dehors !... Et chacune de ces griffes ouvrait dans sa chair des 
sillons parfu més, comme fopt les charrues dans la terre 
qu’excite le printemps. 

La vie passée revenait vers lui, en poussant devant 
elle ses joies; détaillées et précises. .. Elle avait air de dire, 
comme une mère abandonnée son époux : — Tu vois les 
enfants que je tai donnés?... Ne sont-ils pas beaux? 
Pourquoi me quittes-tur Je ten donnetaid’autres plus beaux 
et plus forts que ceux-ci! » 

Toute l’âcre douceur de la jeunesse disparue 
montait dans sa gorge, comme dela cour des écoles 
montent lesycris joyeux des enfants, vers leurs vieux,maitres 
penchés au parapet des terrasses d’où Pon.voit fair les 
bateaux sur la mer. . . 

Puis, tout à coup, les larmes montèrent à ses yeux et 
débordèrent sur ses joues comme uneliqueur délicieuse: 

— Oh! toi, Magamall!... Magamal! Mon frère bien- 
aimé lu es la toujours recroquevillé dans la peau de 
Phippopotame... Ft tes yeux sont fermés, et tonisourire s’est 
éteint ! Jamais plus, jamais plus je n’entendrai ta voix qui 
tapissait Pair de jasmins!... Habibi! Luba! Petites fillettes 
heureuses, pourquoi êtes-vous devenues toutes tristes?... Il 
faut rire, rire toujours, autour de moil... Montre-moi tes 
seins, qui sont durs et Attends ! droits comme s’ils voulaient 
dire des insolences à tout le monde... Ils rient, ils rient, tes 
seins, en brûlant... Et je les entends qui me parlent quand 
j'en suce le bout!... Et toi aussi, dégrafe toi, Luba... Montre- 
moi ton joli ventre! Non... Je veux te retrousser moi-méme ! 
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Laisse-moi faire ! Avec ma main, jaime glisser entre tes 
cuisses chaudes et lisses... Oh! ton Oh ! ventre, sous ma 
main ouverte, qu'il est mignon, enfantin, timide et fidèle 
comme une servante, comme un beau pain chaud, comme 
le soleil sous la main de Dieul... Et ta petite vulvel... elle se 
cache, la petite, comme une petite béte qui veut et qui ne 
veut pas!... Comme les crabes quand la vague se retire... et 
puis vite, vlan, dans l’eau, ou chut, dans un troul... Je te 
veux! Je t’attraperai, petite vulve !... 

Il riait, il riait parmi ses larmes, en empoi gnant 
Habibi à la taille. Il s’abattitsurmelle, et l’écrasa contre la 
roche à grands» coups de teins... Et sastéte, dépassant 
lépaule de Ja jeune fille, plongeait dans les fruitssécroulés de 
la corbeille: 

Et cependant Luba lui léchait les reins, de haut en 
bas avec une grace savante et. minuticuse.. 

Habibi, couchée sous. Mafarka, souriait par instants, 
pour lui plaire, puis, redevenait sérieuse, le visage empotté, 
arraché par les’ rafales du spasmemlavé par la volupté 
cuisante et tude.Et sa bouche haleta . sous le. dur 
entassement du plaisir juteux, qui giclait son flot de-chaude 
béati tude dans tous ses membres. 

Enfin Mafarka se televa, une banane; dans la 
bouche, en riant de ses yeux et de ses.lévres humides. 

— A toi, Luba! dit-il, en ’empoignant à la taille. 

Et ils roulèrent Pun sur l’autre. 

Mafarka s’effondra de nouveau dans leplaisir, tordu 
par un rut frénétique qui se prolongeait sans fin, et tout à 
coup sa téte fauchée par le spasme brutal s’abattit sur 
Pépaule de la femme. 

Mais, d’un bond, il coupa ses nerfs et se rele vant de 
toute sa taille : 

—Suffit ! cria-t-il. Allez ! Partez ! Pen ai assez |... 
Non! Non, petite. . . Voila que tu pleures !. . m’aimer ! 
Pourquoi es-tu si triste?... Tu m/’aimes?... Oh! pourquoi 
m’aimer ainsi?... C’est fou de Tu savais bien que tu ne peux 
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pas me donner la joie ! Et, d’ailleurs, que ferais-je de la joie, 
du moment que j'ai toujours là, dans mon cœur, son 
visage... le visage de mon frère bien-aimé !... Je ne puis 
Poublier. . Je vois toujours son sourire bleu, et puis, brus 
quement, son corps pelotonné, plus hideux que le cadavre 
d’un singe l... Oh ! non ! non l... C’est horrible ! Allez-vous- 
en !... Votre désir s’efforce, comme un gamin, de secouer le 
tronc de mon âme pour en faire tomber les fruits. . .. Mais 
je n’ai pas de fruits à vous don ner... Allez-vous-en! Je veux 
garder toute ma force et toute ma sève pour mon fils qui 
s’est épanoui sur la branchethautetde,mon esprit. . Il ne s’en 
détachera qu’àsma mort... Vos bouches m/’aiment trop ! 
Vous avez trop soif de mon corps !... Allez-vous-en ! Ou 
non... plutot, res tez ici bien sages, que je vous raconte une 
his toire... 

« Fai connu autrefois un constructeur de navires, 
quiidépensa toute sa vie à fabriquer un vaisseau énorme et 
magnifique. Et chaque soir des-femmes venaient lui offrir 
euts lèvres pour consoler sa solitude».Mais il vieillissait peu 
à peu) et son vaisseau était loin d’être achevé. L’angoisse de 
mourir avant la fin Passaillait con tinuellement. Une-nuit de 
iède clair de. lune, aprés| s’étre, livré à de mélancoliques 
voluptés, il fut brusquement réveillé par un-tiraillement de 
sa longue barbe blanche, qu'il sentit prise sous les fesses de 
a dernière amante, Il voulut se dégager, mais elle semblait 
uée pat le som meil. Le constructeur, exaspété par le 
dégoût de sa,lacheté, se dressa d’un. bond subit, déchi rant 
ses joues et abandonnant sa barbe-arrachéeisous le cul de la 
femme. Son menton tuissela de sang, mais en se mirant 
dans l’eau nacrée de lune, il cria de stupeur en se trouvant 
rajeuni de trente ans, ivre de printemps et de force. Son 
corps avait refleuri. Un seul regard lui suffit pour achever 
son vaisseau. .. 

« Mais pourquoi vous dis-je ces choses absurdes?. . . 
Partez ! Allez ! Je ne veux plus ni man ger ni boire |... 
Assez !... Je veux mourir ! 
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Il releva la tête et se trouva tout seul. 

— Moutir?. .. Demain ! Demain ! Oui, demain je 
mourrai !... 

Il se frotta le visage pour chasser les mouche rons 
du réve. 

Dans le crépuscule continuait le martellement 
incessant des ouvriers, parmi les nuages roses et diaphanes 
qui effeuillaient des arômes aigus et de la fraîcheur violette 
sut la mer. Sous les ban delettes ocreuses du soleil couchant, 
les hautes falaises noircissaient, en se composant dans le 
sommeil comme des momies colossales. . . 

Tout ascoup un grand tumulte desvoix cassées et 
fumeuses fit vibrer leurs façades lugubres. C'était là-bas, 
autour des grandes ailes de Gazourmah. Qu’était-il donc 
arrivér, Mais la mer avait appauyri Ja terre et le ciel.de toutes 
ses lumicresypour enrichir ses hamacs versicolores, le long 
de la plage'déja assombrie. 

Et ‘Mafatka ne parvenait à distinguer qu’une 
gesticulation: violente et circulaire autour de la grande' cage. 
On eût dit des milliers:de singes s'efforçant de grimper sur 
Penchevétrement d’une forêt de lianes ou des prisonniers 
accrochés de désespoir aux fenêtres d’une prison. Ilsongea 
avec effroi à un jeu imprévu de la. marée.qui aufait envahi 
les roches du bassin, soulevant et emportant les pilotis... 

Non! Non! C'était bien autre chose et pis encore! 11 
vit, en s'avançant parmi des: rafales de cris déchirants, 
qu’une rixe, terrible était éclatée entre des ouvriers 
constructeurs. 

Tombé en plein dans lembouillonnement de la 
mêlée, il se sentit soulever, pirouetta à la merci des poings 
tendus, sous le vol sifflant des haches, qui fauchaient des 
hommes comme des épis. Le vent de la colère culbutait 
autour de lui des hommes aux formes herculéennes, qui se 
pliaient en deux sous le foudroyant éclair d’une lame. 

La Mort circulait dans cette orgie fantastique, aux 
mille coupes débordantes de sang. La Mort agile passait, de 
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son pas élastique d’échanson nègre, en balançant sa tête 
noire percée de rires blancs qui fusent, et sa tignasse crépue, 
emplu mée de feux follets comme un cimetière nocturne. 

Elle versait à la ronde l’huile noire de la haine, dans 
tous les yeux, pour les rallumer; et dans les bouches, comme 
dans les vases d’un festin, elle versait à flots le vin rauque de 
la vengeance. 

Mafarka empoigna son fouet, le fit tournoyer 
violemment sur sa tête et sangla en plein dans la foule 
comme sur la croupe d’une rosse récal citrante. La foule 
lança tous ses cris commeñdesuades.au ciel et s’abattit sur 
les pattes de devant, en mordant les pilotis. 

— Finissez donc, canailles! brutes Lx Trou vez- 
vous done amusant de m’offrir en spectacle votre immonde 
carnager. . . C’est donc ainsi que vous me remetciez de vous 
avoit admisea la grande œuvre sublime?) Vous voulez donc 
teindre defvotre sang les ailes' sublimes de mon fils !... 
Pouah !... Je men- veux pas |... Laisez-vous |... Je sais, je sais 
la haine qui-vous sépare en deux camps!... Vous, forgerons 
de Milmillah, travailleurs aux bras puissants comme: des le 
viets, au poitrail de taureau, aux jambes pareilles à des 
colonnes, vous: êtes tristes d’avoir fini votre tâches! Et 
vous m’en voulez d’avoir admis au travaildes tisserands de 
Lagahourso, que vous méptisez de.toute la force de vos 
muscles et de toute la faiblesse de votre intelligence. . Ce 
que vous avez fait, nul n’aurait pu le faire mieux que vous! 
Je le sais et je vous rends graces d’avoir forgédles barreaux 
de la cage ou dort mon fils. C’est-votre œuvre! Et la gloire 
illuminera à jamais les soufflets tonitruants de vos poitrines ! 

Un grand ronflement de plaisir coupa la pa role a 
Mafarka, qui tournait avec lagilité d’un tigre parmi le 
vacarme des forgerons ameutés : 

— Gloire à Mafarka ! Nous t’embrassons les 
genoux et nous formons sous tes pieds le tapis de ton 
sommeil et de ta sûreté... Mais, Mafarka, Mafarka! délivre- 
nous de ces laches intrus !... 


182 


— Non! Non! cria Mafarka. Ce ne sont pas des 
intrus ! Et vous devez les reconnaître comme vos frères ! 

— Ils ne nous ressemblent pas, avec leurs corps de 
femmelettes méprisables ! Permets nous de les chasser loin 
dici! 

— Non ! Non ! cria plus fort Mafarka. Je loue le 
travail méthodique de leur intelligence qui a décharné leurs 
muscles et affiné leurs doigts sans force !... Ils savent mieux 
que vous serrer les fibres du palmier, coudre la toile et la 
fixer sur les baleines flexibles des grandes ailes... Ce sont eux 
qui ont préparé les boyaux"demchat qui gouvernent le 
gauchissement!. Ils ont lingé niosité subtile que vous 
n’avez paslal Ils sont aussi utiles que vous!... Allez! Calmez- 
vous ! Et buvez tous ensemble en liesse ! Et puis dormez... 
car demain, a Paube, je vous convie aw grand spectacle du 
départ!... 

Tous les forgerons s’affaisserent comme des fauves 
domptés, | puis ils allumérent» lentement leurs feux 
rougeoyants-entte les ombres immen*sifiées des rochers; 

Leswuns s'allongeaient déjà le Jong des pilotis. de la 
grande cage. D’autres pictinaient encore de rancune en 
montrant le poing aux [tisserands de Lagahoutso | qui 
s'étaient xéunis sur la gauche, en prièressautour ‘de leurs 
morts. 

Leurs voix matmonnantes se mêlaient aux plaintes 
lasses de la mer, qui pleurait etiglou gloutait dans,toutes les 
veines et dans tous les pores des roches, comme dans un 
corps humain. 

De temps en temps, un=ficanement formidable 
éclatait. C’étaient les forgerons qui narguaient et bafouaient 
avec des quolibets puérils les tisse rands chétifs et 
tremblants. Ceux-ci, accroupis lun près de Pautre, 
grommelaient sous les bru taux éclats de rire de leurs 
formidables ennemis, tout en sentant passer l’haleine 
glaciale de la Mort. 
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Chapter XI 
Les Voiliers crucifiés 


Mafarka retourna à pas lents vers les Hypogées, 
mais son âme glissait entre ses côtes comme un sable fin, et 
sa volonté s'était envolée très haut sur les nuages, ainsi 
qu’une hirondelle. 

La mer, au large, resplendissait de toutes ses dalles 
polies, comme le parvis dùn temple, et les voiliers la 
traversaient ensinclinant, de dis tance em, distance, leurs 
manteaux de toiles bigarrées qui se reflétaient dans ce 
dallage miroi tant. 

Mafarka sentait autour de lui et sur sa tête la 
pénombre-sainte Pune mosquée aux voûtes immensurables, 
dont chaque vitrail formé dun nuage lumineux jetait un 
éclat de joyaux. 

Les-fumées violettes des lointains villages montaient 
comme d'énormes. piliers pour sup porter la coupole du 
firmament qui )s’étoilait ; mais leur écartement était, si 
excessif que le dôme du Zénith semblait tenir par miracle. 

Tout a coup, par l’entrebaillement.de horizon, un 
dernier geste du soleil couchant éparpilla des tapis d’un 
rouge sombre brodés d’oiseaux mons trueux et de feuillages 
frémissants qui couvrirent tout le pavé dela mer. 

Aux»voutes ouvragées du ciel, rien que des bleus 
foncés et des ofs: Sur le noir orageux de l’occident, un semis 
de rosaces d’or et comme de vastes dentelles d’or, posées en 
bordures sur l’hotizon. 

Et d’en haut descendaient les rayons des étoiles 
comme des milliers de chaînettes dorées tintinnabulantes, 
qui balançaient au ras de l’eau leurs tremblants reflets, 
innombrables veilleuses. 

Ca et là, des maisons blanches étaient en prière; les 
unes debout, d’autres agenouillées ou couchées à plat 
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ventre, par petits groupes, en robe bleue et turban clair, 
dispersées au hasard sur le rouge assombri des tapis de la 
mer et un peu perdues au milieu de cette solitude somp 
tueuse. 

Mafarka marchait à pas lents et religieux, le cœur 
détaché et flottant au gré de la vague de prières qui 
envahissait la calme mosquée du soir. 

Tout à coup, il sentit derrière lui un pas fur tif, 
d’une agilité de léopard dans les feuilles, qui emboitait son 
pas en remuant une odeur verte et déchirée de menthe 
sauvage. 

Il se tourna. Non! non ! ce n’était pas le vent ni une 
bête nocturne ! Une ombre noire se dressait près de lui, une 
forme humaine qui respirait, une femme dont le visage seul 
émergeait de la nuit, unsvisage nacré, comme ébloui, lavé 
par le souvenir d’un clair de lune savouté jadis dans, son 
enfance. Une chevelure noite et passionnée se révoltait sur 
sa nuque et flottait heureuse au-long de son dos svelte et 
musclé. Elle:ouvtit ses-grands yeux*luisants de soie violette 
et répandit autour d’elle la chaude tendresse de son' regard 
puéril. Ses lèvres mi-closes soupiraient nostal giquement : 

— Mafarka! Mafarkal 

Et ce fut aussitôt comme une chose surnatü relle. 
En Pécoutant, lame de Mafarka perdit la notion du silence, 
devenu tout à coup inconce vable. Le monde, les siècles, la 
lumière, tout commençait avec cette voix qui) tatonnait 
amou reusement sur lui commè les mains d'une amante 
caressant la foreejde son mâle: Elle penchait un peu en 
avant son corps, dont le contour était presque invisible dans 
la pénombre envahissante. Une fumée à peine, d’une 
souplesse qui obéissait à d’invisibles brises ! Mais ses petites 
mains nues suggéraient toute la nudité brûlante de sa chair. 
Mafarka sentait déjà sur lui, en lui, ce corps atti rant; et ces 
pieds blancs disparus sous la robe sombre étaient si flous, si 
doux au regard, qu’il aurait voulu les avoir sur son visage et 
sur sa bouche, pour en être baillonné. Sous le manteau 
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soyeux de ce regard jeté sur lui, Mafarka se crut un instant 
déjà pris, enfermé à jamais... Il ne dési rait plus rien au 
monde, avec la joie, la joie des joies entre ses mains comme 
un trésor. Et il se laissait soulever très haut par le parfum 
subtil de cette femme, comme jadis entre les bras de sa 
mère. 

En vérité, il se vit petit, pas plus grand qu’un fruit 
dans la bouche de la femme, entre ses dents, qu’elle montra 
tout à coup, comme on tire un poignard de sa gaine. Et ce 
fut comme si elle eût montré l’un des recoins les plus secrets 
et les plus friands de som corps. 

Mafarkay eut la gorge nouce par la torture d’une 
angoisse insupportable devant | la douceur fraiche et 
mielleuse de ces lèvres qui s’écartaient sur de ‘la, volupté 
blanche. Le jus des fruits du paradis!... Et puis. aussi 
lintétieur d’une blessure qu’elle eût découverte a sa mère, 
plaintivement, pour se la faire-soigner.. 

C’est poutfscela qu'il'était pris d’un trouble désir de 
pleurer: 

— D’ou viens:tu, divine angoisse? Rose arrachée 
aux jardins du ciel parila tourmente de mon cœur l: 

— Je: viens des profondeurs bleues de_ ton 
adolescence et dans mes yeux poudroient’ tes / chemins 
perdus d’écolier en liesse! Je m’ap pelle Coloubbi!... . Tu 
m'as beaucoup aimée les soirs de tes jours néfastes |... 

— Je mai que faire de toi, car voici le soir,d’un beau 
jour de triomphe !... 

— Je viens embaumer tes-lèvres pour le baiser qui 
tattend !... 

—Tu connais donc mon secret! Tu veux me 
préparer a la mort !... Ah ! ah! tes narines ont donc flairé 
déjà la divine décomposition de mon corps?. . 

D'un bond, Mafarka se rua sur"elle et la prit dans 
ses bras si rudement que les lourdes tresses de la femme se 
dénouèrent en ruisselant. Elle ne s’en soucia pas, se laissa 
faire, s’assouplissant aux violences, pour adhérer au corps de 
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Mafarka avec une pression lente et délicieuse de tous ses 
membres qui semblaient se liquéfier, tout en res tant unis et 
solides. 

Et cependant il la sentait naître, jaillir et pal piter 
comme un jet d’eau entre ses bras et dans ses entrailles. Ce 
joli ventre avait comme un insaisissable élancement 
voluptueux vers le ciel... Ces jeunes mamelles n’allaient- 
elles pas prendre leur essor?. . 

Mafarka était abreuvé de nostalgie. 

— Ah! non! Eloigne-toi !... Va-t’en ! cria t-il en la 
repoussant. Qu’as-tu 2 Qu’as-tutenstoi, puisque je me sens 
secoué et tordu.dans mes : racines ?... 

Elle était debout devant lui et penchée. en avant : 
son corps rythmait par un imperceptible mouvement le vol 
de ses)regards, tour à tour spirituels et légers et tour a tour 
voilés de tristesse. Ses yeux avaient patfois des feintes de 
cimeterreycomme pouf défendre lasplendeur invisible de sa 
chair vibrante sousiles plis inquiets d'une robe violette. De 
vaporeux-remous-animaient les courbes savoureuses de ses 
hanches, comme-les courants invisibles-etiles reflets célestes 
vivifient la surface de la mer. 

Toute la nudité brûlante et fatale de Coloubbi. criait 
impétueusement sous la robe chaste _et.sévère], et sa 
sensualité était d’autant plùs obsć dante que ses gestes 
semblaient vouloir la faire oublier. 

Ses seins s/irritaient. et priaient, s’offrant et 
s'opposant au désir tour à tour, sans se mouvoir, avec des 
changements impetceptibles d’expres sion, comme son 
visage de nacre chaude, comme ses ;yeux où passaient tour à 
tour la tiédeur langoureuse des pluies printaniéres, le tran 
chant d’une idée cruelle, l’évanouissement des abimes et des 
cieux lointains. 

Elle souriait d’un sourire nuancé qui s’ouvrait à 
petits coups, comme un éventail, irisé par le reflet du soleil 
agonisant. 

Mafarka sentait le charme de l’ensorceleuse monter 
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jusqu’à lui, comme une vague de parfums suaves et de 
saveurs sucrées que la brise, émue et plaintive, rabattait sur 
lui, avec des gestes tendres et violents à la fois, mais 
infatigables, incessants, répétés, très doux, trop doux, si 
doux qu’il cria de douleur : 

— Ah! non! Viens ! Va-t’en ! Approche-toi ! Plus 
près ! Dans mes bras ! Car le vent du désir secoue mon âme 
comme les vantaux d’une mai son abandonnée |... Jai 
froid |... Viens sur ma poitrine |... Oh ! ton corps a de si 
gracieuses façons de faire son creux dans mon cœur, 
comme dans un lit Laa Non Non... Eloigne tabouche ! 
Eloigne ta bouche! Souris, souris seulement, avec lenteur, 
ainsi, comme on ôte le voile dune lampe |)... 

«Je veux savoir pourquoi... pourquoi tu entres à la 
fois pat toutes les porteside mon âme, comme une armée 
victotieuse-dans une ville conquise | Pourquoi ta volupté se 
jette-t-elle’sur moi comme une foule d’affamés sur un mor 
ceau de ‘pain dur?Pourquoi te lances-tu dans mon âme 
comme un fleuve aux mille bras de*rivicres, de ruisseaux et 
de canaux, en divisant tous les arbres. de. la. forêt de mon 
esprit, qui s'abreuvent, s’abfeuvent sans fin de ‘toi, avec la 
soif de-mille volcans; avec la soif de mille déserts . 

«Oh | livre-moi ton secret |... Jenne’ veux, pas tes 
baisers l... Non ! Non! Je ne veux pas encore mourir!... C’est 
demain, demain, que je dois mourir ! » 

Elle s’offrait nostalgiquement, avec des sou bresauts 
de joie, comme une barque se laisse aller à la mer qui la 
prend, la caresseyl’em brasse et l'emporte dans du bleu, vers 
la frai cheur changeante des horizons: 

Mafarka plia les genoux dans le sable, tandis que ses 
mains tatonnaient au hasard sur les hanches de la femme, 
qui l’entraînait langoureu sement à terre. 

Elle était maintenant ployée entre les bras puissants 
du héros, et son blanc visage se posait sur le mouvement du 
bras gauche, jeté à 1 entour du cou de son amant. Coloubbi 
paraissait endormie en un suave ravissement, et pourtant 
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elle tachait d'attirer, dans un doux effort sournois, cette 
bouche sensuelle et adorée vers la fleur de ses seins, dont 
Parome d’acacia se poivrait du parfum de girofle qui venait 
peut-être de ses attirantes aisselles. 

Mais Mafarka évita ce piège grisant et, se soulevant 
sur le coude, il se prit à la regarder amoureusement dans les 
yeux. 

— Oh ! sous ton beau corps mon cœur se ploie 
comme un divan !... Ce doit être bien doux de pénétrer dans 
la fraîcheur de ta chair !... Toutes les étoiles du ciel se sont 
engouffrées dans tes grands yeux submer les !.. geants !... Et 
leur joie est extraordinaire sans doute, cas elles crient de 
joie, toutes,ces étoi Et ton regard passe et repasse, comme 
un vélum de gaze agité par la brise, sùr tes prunelles où 
flambent toutes les torches d’un banquet, royal k.. Que ne 
puis-je entrer moi aussi comme.un sultan dans les salles 
éblouis santes de tes yeux, et im asseoir derrière ton front 
sous les moucharabis de tes cils qu’om brage la retombée de 
tes cheveux,'tels des feuillages nocturnes?... Mais je suis fou 
de te/parler ainsi !..: Rien, rien... il n’y.a*absolu ment rien, 
derticre les vitres de tes yeux, dans la tour de.ton front ! Je 
le sais... Et néan moins itu peux décomposer, filvasfil, la 
trame serrée que je porte dans ma téte!. … 

Mafarka parlait maintenant avec violence, en 
crachant hors de sa bouche ses paroles, comme des noyaux. 
Et tour à tour sa voix chantait, nouant et dénouant des 
strophes imprévues, comme des écharpes de soie dans un 
rayon de soleil. 

— Beauté rafraichissante; fontaine végétale aux 
douceurs enivrantes ! Voici tout près de moi et sous mes 
lèvres ton corps, comme une tasse, ton corps plus désiré 
que le fitocrène de l’île de Java... Après dix ans de marche 
sur la courbe du désert, les pieds recuits par tous les sables 
ardents, je te trouve enfin !... J’allais à ta re cherche en 
courant d’un palmier à l’autre, me jetant à la hâte sous les 
ombrages comme une bête traquée, pour éviter la dent 
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incandescente du soleil et son haleine de poussière et de feu. 
Laisse-moi lécher ton corps, de la racine aux branches 
hautes. Laisse-moi mordre tes seins bril lants de gommes 
savoureuses et tes bras qui se décrépitude ! referment telles 
des lianes sur mon cou ! O lianes de Gissus, je veux boire à 
vos blessures plus abreuvantes qu’une orange rouge !... Le 
fleuve du temps s’est arrêté à tes pieds blancs : il a formé 
autour de ta robe un lac immobile, où je peux mirer ma 
force durant plus d’une éter nité... Oh ! je ne crains plus la 
laideur et la La vieillesse ne saurait toucher aux choses que 
tu aimes. . 

Et cependant; d’un mouvement très lent de son 
bras soyeux et terrible, Coloubbi attirait encore vers ses 
seins lay bouche de Mafarka... ‘Brusquement~ il sursauta 
d'horreur, en criant: 

— Oh! ne fais pas le geste de ma mère H.i Tes 
mamoelles sont maudites et taries LaVa ten ! 

Et Mafatka se precipita sur la femme, qui se 
dégagea de:ses bras avec une souplesse.de fumée. 

— Oh! Matarka ! Mafatka ! Pourquoi me frap-pes- 
tu ainsi, avec ta voix et ton regard dur*?..sAime-moil Je 
m'appelle Coloubbi, et je ne peux donner que des baisers, 
comme les plantes don nent, des. fleurs-et les nuages 
donnent la pluie... La haine et la douceur s’entre-croisent 
dans tes yeux !... Tu souffres donc beaucoup, mon bien 
aimé ?... 

Mais.un grand tumulte de voix lointaines arracha 
Mafarka au charme de la femme.-Il agitasses bras pour en 
secouer les roses et les papillons assoupis, puis il cria sans 
détourner la téte : 

— Viens !... 

Et il s’élança vers les voix turbulentes. 

Il courait à toute vitesse, par bonds agiles, de roche 
en roche, vers les grandes ailes de Gazour mah qu’il sentait 
claquer et gémir en oscillant dans l’ombre. Un grand 
vacarme suffoqua son cœur, qui s’arrêta net. Qu’était-ce?. . . 
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Quel était donc le poids invisible qui l’écrasait ainsi ? Et 
cette mêlée de voix fracassées !... Ce broiement de poitrines 
dont le ressac formidable agitait Pair nocturne ? 

Mafarka se trouva dans une ronde effrénée, aux 
mille bras entrechoqués, aux mille  ricanements 
blanchatres ... Il reconnut les tisserands de Lagahourso qui 
dansaient !... Mais pourquoi donc le profil de la grande cage 
s’était-il bizar rement incliné sur la pâleur diffuse du ciel 
étoilé >... Les ailes, les belles ailes?. . . Dispa rues !... 

Mafarlca sentit naufrager son cœur dans une 
angoisse amère... EtmtoutMsemdévoila à son esprit! 
L’échafaudage était couché sur le flanc comme un cheval 
monstrueux’ battant Pair de ses pattes parmi un écheveau 
d’entraves fouet tantes !... 

Ah ! la hideuse race de laches et de traitres, que ces 
ouvriers rancuniers !... C’était.la ven gcance des tisserands de 
Lagahourso, qui, profi stant des] ténèbres, avaient 
sournoisement enlevé les pilotis.de gauche, de sorte que la 
cage pesante’en se couchant sur lesflanc avait écrasé tout le 
peuple des» forgerons endormis!... Tumultueux tapis de 
corps humains aux reins broyés, sur lequel-les:artistes chétits 
aux voix cheyro tantes et gouailleuses dansaient une onde 
infernale: 

Mafarka empoigna de nouveau son fouet et frappa 
dans le tas : 

— Allez! Vous paierez cher ce crime!... Alcoups de 
fouet! à coups de fouet!... Force vous-sera deswm’obéir, vile 
race de punaisesyet de taupes! Allons, vos visages sont assez 
pales pour que je puisse men servir de cible !... Je saurai 
bien vous faire rougir!... Allons! Au travail ! Je jure de vous 
massacrer tous, tant que vous êtes, si vous ne remettez pas 
debout à coups d’épaules mon échafaudage... Vos jarrets 
sont trop grélesr... Cela ne me regarde pas !... Hissa, hoo |... 
Allons ! Un effort !... Raidissez vos muscles l... Oh ! vous 
n’étes pas solides ! Soyez donc malins... Epargnez vos forces 
les uns aprés les autres, 4 mesute que vous soulevez la 
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mature l... Les uns se reposeront à chaque halte, tandis que 
les autres arc-bouteront leurs reins pour soutenir la cage, de 
façon à ne pas perdre la hauteur conquise !... Allons ! Du 
courage, bêtes rampantes !... Un effort, ou je vous lâche 
mon fouet en plein visage! 

Et le fouet claquait sur les reins des récalci trants, 
qui se pressaient auprès des autres en feignant de faire un 
grand effort. 

— Oh! je vous vois bien tous! Et vous ne pourrez 
pas vous jouer de moi !... Allons ! Hissa, hoo !... 

Et la cage gigantesque lentement se soule vait, 
sillonnant le ciel/et peignant les nuages avec son armature 
hérissée quicliquetait comme un amas de lances guerriéres. 

Quand elle fut équilibrécrsur sa grande ma trice de 
roches) veloutées, et soutenue par de nombreux pilotis, 
Mafatka bondit sur un rocher et,.de tres haut, il assaillit les 
tisserands,@ coups d’injures plus'tudes que des pierres. 

— ‘Et maintenant, © filez!.... “Qu’attendez-vous?... 
Votre salaire?... Le voilà! Vous voulez.sans doute que je le 
redouble, du moment que les autres sontumorts !... Tenez ! 
tenez !... Des coups de fouet tant que vous enwoudrez, pour 
venget vos victimes, les colosses méprisés qui ont su 
pourtant former avec leursicadavres un matelas sous la cage 
de mon fils. Oh ! qu ils soient bénis d’avoir ainsi empêché le 
broiement des grandes ailes !... Quant a vous, mes cra chats, 
tous mes) crachats ne suffiront pas à laver votre crime! 
Fuyez!... Et ne reparaissez plus devant-moi ! Race de chiens 
galeux et puants|,Pouah !... 

Il s'était glissé entre les travées, courant à droite, à 
gauche, en chassant les tisserands sous le vol de son fouet 
redoutable, qui vibrait inter minablement sur les échos, dans 
le vaste am phithéatre inondé de ténèbres. 

Puis Mafarka s’élança vers le sentier grimpant des 
falaises. Ses pieds, devenus clairvoyants et prophètes, 
bondissaient de bloc en bloc, de saillie en saillie, malgré 
lépaisseur des ombres tapies partout avec leurs embûches, 
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leurs filets et leurs traquenards. 

Et, docile, Goloubbi le suivait d’un pas volti geant, 
sinueux et précis, qui .effleurait à peine le sol. Elle tendait 
son doux visage exténué de passion, où luisaient des 
prunelles pleines d’une inquiétude enfantine . . . Son allure 
envolée avait l’inassouvissement perpétuel du désir et de la 
prière. Mais elle s’arrêtait par instants pour reprendre 
haleine ; d’un geste gracieux de ses mains frêles, elle 
caressait le saillant de ses tempes et relevait les masses de sa 
chevelure, qui oppressaient la pâleur brülante de ses joues. 

Mafarka sentaitMColoubbi..derrière lui comme 
ombre de sa propre jeunesse. C'était biemsson passé qui le 
suivait avee sa taille souple de jeune fille et sa voix aux 
nonchalañtes ¡musiques! Ce héros! durci dans les, guerres 
tressaillait naivement à la: voir venir ainsi, de trés loin, avec 
les tambourins rieurs et les fifres aigrelets de sa vie débridée 
et cabriolante de gamin. 

Tl rêva d'entendre le pas.de ses compagnons jouant 
encore de la guimbarde par les »sentiers embaumés qui 
mêneñt a son village natal, dont „les chères terrasses 
cheyelues allaient poindre bientôt au défaut dela colline. 

Tl humait les jardins étouffés par les bananiers dont 
les feuilles larges et pressées forment.un plafond'humide et 
bas. Les fleurs blanches desvacacias-coulaient encore leur 
senteur de ma melles chaudes d'amour et fraîches de lait ; 
les roses charnelles répandaient leurs sueurs amoureuses. 
Et Mafarka entendait encore le cri de parfum que poussent 
par les grilles les cassies blondes-et veloutées comme les 
aisselles des femmes d’Occident. 

Oh ! combien de fois ne s’était-il pas cou ché dans 
Pherbe, au pied d’un figuier, pour guetter un caméléon qui 
arquait son dos, la tête haute sur une branche, où sa queue 
était entor tillée ! 

Il ne les reverrait plus, les caméléons chan geants de 
sa jeunesse, les caméléons buveurs de soleil, titubant avec 
des airs fatidiques et mysté rieux dans les vergers à l’aube, 
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où l’on voit une poussière d'étoiles envolées. Souvenirs à 
briser l’âme de nostalgie !.. 

Mais les pas de la jeune femme arrachèrent du sol 
des notes graves de lyre, comme si elle eût marché sur la 
poitrine d’un fou. 

Mafarka secoua son rêve, leva la tête d’un air 
menaçant et brandit la torche de sa volonté plus haut que 
son coeur pathétique. 

Quand il eut atteint le faite de la roche, il se 
retourna à limproviste et il s’étonna de presser un corps 
frémissant de femme entre ses mains, tant il s’était habitué à 
ne sentir derriére lui qu’une ombre implorante . . 

—,Oh ! oui ! je sens que c'était toi, ma jeu nesse, 
cette diyine jeunesse dont les pas trés doux savent courir 
encore sur les trous de mon cœur, Comme sur. les trous 
d’uneflüteapleine d'azur gémissantl.. We te reconnais à 
Parome delta bouche, plus»suavesque les jardins de mon 
pére,.touffus de wosiersquiss’ensan glantent entre les 
barreaux des grilles comme des prisonniers fous de liberté. 
Vous; répandiez votre arôme, jardins “de .ma jeunesse, 
comme.un amant crie son bonheur au dehors;. parce que 
Cest trop rose. et trop parfumé dans son cceur ! Coloubbi ! 
Coloubl“L } tes lévres sont la, offertes à ma-soif comme les 
petites auges que les imans remplissent d’eau du Nil, pour 
les oiseaux du ciel, dans les cours des mosquées!. 
Coloubbi!, Coloubbi, je sais que tu. peux me reconduire dans 
des palais dont les marbres, plus blancs et plusisouples que 
le corps des jeunes filles, se penchent pour écouter ce que 
dit le lis virginal d’un jet d’eau. 

« Coloubbi ! Tu offres le sommeil 4 mes muscles 
épuisés, un sommeil de campement dans un cercle de feux 
et de guerriers debout, un sommeil d’eau glacée sur les 
lèvres, un sommeil de jambes écartées sous les éventails, 
dans des coussins de soie verte et moirée. Je sais que les 
broderies pailletées d’or et les franges aux glands de pier 
reries font de la musique sous tes hanches de magnolias, qui 
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se trémoussent de plaisir et de gaieté 

« Tu m’offtes un dais de bronze aux incrusta tions 
d'ivoire, un trône soutenu par les momies de mes ennemisl... 
Et puis tu veux me promener dans un palanquin, sur le dos 
de six lions mal apprivoisés, où tu me donnerais tes lèvres 
cui santes et aromatisées, pour cadencer le plaisir sur la 
marche inquiétante du danger 

« Oh ! les parfums brdlants de tes cassolettes et tes 
tapis de velours au pourtour enrichi de rangs de perles 
entremélées d’émeraudes ! Tes tapisseries ornementées de 
figures multicolores «d’oiseauxMperchés et d’animaux 
courants! Oh! tout cela ne vaut pas le sourite de mon fils l... 

« En moi monte le désir/de mes angétres et celui, 
violent, ténébreux, qui fit se ruer-mon père sur le corps de 
ma mère pout l’assouvir.de bonheur et gicler très haut ma 
vie au jet immense artosant le Zénith, ma vie à longue tige 
dont la fleut pourpre grise le*soleil. 

« Coloubbi,. ô ma divine jeunesse! oui, je taime de 
tout mon-sang. Mais, hélas! je nesm'appartiens plus, je ne 
sais plus adorer que mon fils |... Tu vois que ma taille se 
hausse d’instantien instant |. . Tu vois que ma tête plonge 
dans lés nuages et les troue comme un nageur troueles flots 
en s’ébrouant. . 

« Mes bras. . . oh! mes bras” aussi, Coloubbi! mes 
bras s’immensifient . . . Si je t embrassais, il resterait du vide 
entre nous deux, il resterait un. horizon immense dans le 
cercle de mes bras géants ... A- moins que jeune les roule 
comme des setpents plusieurs fois sur mos deux corps 
fondus par lamour | 

« Oh ! non l.. éloigne tes lèvres des miennes, et 
viens avec moi préparer la maison auguste de mon fils! 
Aide-moi à balayer les nuages qui encombrent le ciel. . . Fais 
donc comme moi! . . fatigués!. . . Mais tes bras sont si frêles 
et si courts, et si vite Ouvre-les donc, et écarte les nuages 
comme on écarte la fumée dans une salle de festin. Jai 
besoin de la clarté de la lune pour ciseler le visage de mon 
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fils et pour explorer l'horizon gonflé de menaces ...» 

Et debout sur larête des falaises, Mafarka haus sait 
sa taille en agitant ses bras comme des fléaux immenses 
dans le chanvre volant des nuages, qui s’émiettaient en 
tourbillonnant. Et tour à tour il gonflait ses poumons pour 
lancer dans l’espace des rafales violentes et sonores. 

Le ciel s’éclairait, et la lune, comme une gazelle, se 
prit a bondir avec mille folatre ries . 

Gazourmah, 6 mon fils ! les présages sont 
lugubres!... Je me méfie de cet horizon pur et transparent 
comme une vasque desjade... C’est pourquoi j’offrirai des 
victimes à ?Ouragan, pour Papaiser ! Jallumerai de grands 
büchers sur toutes les pointes avancces. de ces hautes 
falaises, Jà où la roche surplombe des écueils invisibles à 
fleur d’eau et des courants dangereux: Les, grandes, flambées 
dont j’empourprerai la nuit attireront les voiliers, tous les 
voiliers à cent milles à la ronde, etleurrant leurs capitaines, 
comme des miroitsles alouettes, leur conseilleront d’atterrir 
dans les bras dela Mort ! 

Alors Mafarkas élanea vers le bois.de sapins qui 
couronnatt les falaises. De ses poings formi. dables, il 
déracina trois cents arbres géants ct les disposa en faisceaux 
de cent coudées en cent coudées. Puis, entrechoquant deux 
blocs de gra nit, il donna le few a4 ces bûchers funèbres: 

T’essence crépitante du désir éternel se muait en des 
langues dardées pour lécher les.sarments, nerfs tordus de 
délices. La première flamme se dégrafa brutalement et, 
jaillissant toute nue de sa robe de-fumée, sé coucha sur un 
tronc qu’elle couvrit de caresses. Puis elle retomba sur son 
dos, épuisée, tandis que le tronc sursautait sur elle avec un 
acharnement d’assassin et de mourant. 

Une seconde flamme plus puissante s’érigea 
triomphalement, en tenant dans ses bras trois beaux mâles 
feuillus, dont elle épuisait les reins. Et sa volupté folle, et sa 
cruauté sanguinaire, elle les jetait par-dessus sa tête en des 
cris rouges, avec sa chevelure d’étincelles lancée vers les 
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abîmes, croulant en reflets roses sur la muraille lisse des 
falaises, jusqu’aux vagues impatientes de la mer. 

Et Mafarka ne se lassait pas de courir çà et la 
comme un proxénète lugubre, préparant des lits de volupté 
pour les amours de ces déesses Il disposait les jeunes troncs 
sur des rouges ! matelas de feuilles, et les troncs centenaires 
aussi, déjà paralysés et mangés de vermine, avec leurs yeux 
chassieux, leurs lèpres vertes... Il les prenait dans ses bras et 
les couchait deux à deux pour qu'ils s’entre-mordissent 
mieux sous la caresse de la flamme. Longtemps leurs mem 
bres chancelants se tordaient"demplaisir, puis, se détachant 
tout à coup, bondissaient comme des flèches folles dans 
Pespace. 

Toute une forêt, tout un grand peuple d arbres 
géants, fut ainsi sacrifié dans cette débauche végétale pour 
oindre et parfumer de résine les cuisseslagiles des vents et 
les apaisera force de gentillesses. 

—— O vents, migrateurs |..voici des parfums et des 
baumes ~enivrants pout vos jambes frétil lantes de 
jongleurs l'HApaisez vos colères ab surdes.et épargnez mon 
fils |... C’est un lutteur tedoutable, mais il est jeune; si jeune, 
que ce:serait lâcheté de V’assaillit par traitrise ! 

«Oh! venez donc, voiliers, «beaux: papillons 
nocturnes, vous brûler les ailes à mes.büchers !... » 

Tout à coup le tonnerre; vêtu de braise, haletant et 
ses cheveux de plaie raidis par l’épouvante, dégringola du 
haut du zénith, ét tombant d’es-calier en escalier de fer, 
s’aplatit dans les sou terrains de l'horizon. 

Là-bas étincelèrent des haches crayeuses que des 
mains invisibles aiguisaient sur la pierre dure et noire des 
nuages. Puis, brusquement, la téte du tonnerre fut tranchée 
net par un éclair. 

Aussitôt, des titans s’en emparérent et la firent 
rouler interminablement dans les caveaux impé nétrables où 
la Nuit gonflait son ventre en gésine. 

Quel monde allait-elle donc enfanter?... Et les vents 
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s’agitaient pour la servir, courant à droite, à gauche, du haut 
en bas des rochers, bousculant les matelas des nuages, 
entr’ouvrant les draperies de la brume qui dévoilaient vite 
des lampes lasses, aussitôt perdues très loin. 

Des cris, des cris aigus, griffèrent tout à coup 

Mafarka. C’était la rafale qui lui lançait en plein visage des 
chats furibonds. 
Et lui restait impassible, soutenant l'effort de la 
bourrasque avec dans son âme le tumulte des vents en rixe, 
grimpant et regrimpant comme dans une tourelle. Son front 
en était l’invincible parapet blaneysous les cheveux dressés 
elles des javelines de guerriers en sentinelle: 

Lesiéris s’accrochèrent entore une fois à l’arête vive 
des roches . . , Alors il s’éloigna de la flam bée pour explorer 
’immensité des ténébres et il ne put réprimer un hurlement 
de triompheycar il était enfin.exaucél. `. „Oh! ’Ouragan était 
bien aimable de lancer ainsi-a droite, à gauche ses éclairs, 
els des bras énormes et nus, tout ruis selants d’eau violette, 
pour lui dévoiler le spec tacle des spectacles! Sous ses pieds, 
à trois cents coudées, cette masse tourbillonnante en, pelotes 
d'aiguilles; cette: Bataille de grands coqs noirs. qui ‘s’entre- 
déchiraient à coups de bec sui les roches. . . 

— Enfin, mon cœut, mon cceur,glouton, te voila 
assouvi! cria Mafarka. Et vous, grandes Flammes aux bras 
tout cliquetants de coraux et de tubis, vous voila satisfaites 
de votre œuvre l... 

A pic, sous les falaises, les. rochershhostiles et 
taciturnes comme.des nègres acctoupis ensboule dans leurs 
manteaux bouffants sous de trèsalongues lances droites, 
regardaient le sinistre va-et-vient de la houle. Elle se creusait 
comme un tablier plein de lave argentée, rose et jaune, et 
dans son creux tour à tour soulevé, balancé, secoué, on 
voyait un enchevêtrement de mats, avec des ventres percés 
de voiles et des grappes irritées de naufragés . . 

Presque aussitôt l'Ouragan retira son bras fréné 
tique dans les profondeurs de Phorizon. Puis, par trois fois, 
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il sangla un grand coup de poing livide en plein dans 
Pentonnoir tourmenté et fumeux du golfe. La rage 
encombrait de catarrhe sinistre sa gorge de bronze, où 
s’exaspérait peut-être le désir d’être compris. 

Et Mafarka ricanait : 

— Qu'a-t-elle donc, cette brute?... Veut-il donc 
crier au sauvetage, ce loup de mer?... De quoi se mêle-t-il? 
Et pourquoi va-t-il illuminant ainsi 1 agonie de cette 
tartane? Ah! laisse que les courants affairés de la mer agitent 
sans fin dans le crible de la houle cet amas d’épaves et de 
corps délabrés qui s’émiettentl#1Ohbkla farine idéale dont va 
s empâter la mer, pour vous nour rit} vieux rochers 
accroupis en sentinelle ! 

Cependant, des nuages. écartelés allongeaient leurs 
monstrueux cous doiseau en pantelant sous la rage de 
POuragan,-qui leur tirait la membrane du gésier et fourrait 
ses vifs doigts de nacre dans leurs boyaux déliquescents, 
mous et glandulaires. 

Mafarka criait : 

— Je te loue, ‘bel Ouragan, dé-Facharner, ainsi! Je 
loue ton geste lugubre et grossict de nettoyage! Je loue tes 
doigts onglés de feu, tout imbibés d’immondices célestes! 
Tu soulages Je ciel! 

Mafarka se penchait par instants pour con templer 
Pémouvante escarpolette de la houle, où la tartane se 
balançait en se déshabillant, comme une femme épuisée de 
chaleur se délivre de ses voiles. 

Et nue, toute nue, montrant le culyet puis le ventre, 
elle s’arrachait ses bracelets de fer etises colliers de chaînes, 
en se balançant toujours de haut en bas, davant en arrière, à 
droite, à gauche, pour ventiler sa luxure torride et dis traire 
sa solitude. 

Elle avait déja perdu ses ancres, lourdes et 
précieuses amulettes. 

Sa chevelure aussi, elle ’abandonnait autour d’elle 
dans les succions frénétiques de la mer. Car il faisait chaud, 
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dans ce bas-fond. La tartane se couchait sur le dos, en 
faisant sursauter sa croupe pour donner plus d’élan à 
Pescarpolette des vagues. Et par instants elle secouait de ses 
épaules nues une sombre vermine. 

— Plus fort ! plus vite ! Encore plus vite ! 

Lentement sa tête alourdie par de volumineuses 
tresses de câbles entrainait son corps décharné. Mais elle ne 
s’en souciait guère, sous les bour rades de Ouragan, qui de 
toute la violence de ses éclairs cramoisis lui lavait les fesses, 
les lui frottait, les lui griffait infatigablement. Tout à coup, 
elle glissa en avant, culbutéeparlewpoids de sa chevelure de 
funins et de cordes, et dis parut. 

— Oh"! malédiction ! crièrent les Flammes du 
bûcher penchées sur la tête de Mafarka. 

Tl les sentait presque sur son dos, pressées, l’une 
contre l’autre; tout excitées par le désir du spectacle. 

— Voyons!... voyons! oùxa-t-elle donc filé la belle 
tartane en chaleur? 

Dressées sur la pointe des pieds, elles se ser, raient 
sur le bord des falaises, mélant.leurs. che .velutes 
braisillantes. Chacune s’arc-boutait sur les “épaules de. la 
voisine; pour se hisser et mieux voir. 

Leur corps écorché vif par la curiosité cré pitait de- 
ci de-là, renouvelé sans cesse pat la furie du sang, et se 
déchainait en étincelles et en cris. 

Aleurs pieds, les troncs des vieux amantswégé taux 
charbonnaient, noirs, fourbus et brisés dans les cendres de 
leurs barbes. 

Et Mafarka nargua les Flammes nues : 

— Ah! vous vous désolez de ce nouveau plaisir 
fané?... Vous auriez voulu manger de baisers la careasse de 
ce voilier qui sombre lente ment !... Oh ! réjouissez-vous 
donc. . . car c’est votre œuvre |... D’autres viendront 
culbuter leur orgueil et déchirer la chair de leurs voiles 
contre la barrière redoutable qui défend votre repaire 
damour. Enlacez-vous donc joyeusement, en piétinant les 
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arbres éreintés dont le râle d’agonie excitera les beauprés 
virils qui se dressent dans l’immensité nocturnel. Regardez 
donc là-bas, là-bas, sous le geste doré de l’éclair, au fond de 
ce golfe l.. 

Toutes les Flammes géantes et nues se penchè rent 
en avant, avec l’enfièvrement des femmes autour des gibets. 
Leur attente ne fut pas déçue. 

En effet, devant la corpulence d’un énorme 
promontoire, sous les gifles verdâtres du grand éclair 
gesticulant, trois voiliers apparurent, noir3, caracolants 
comme trois guerriers»scolossaux, chacun tenant haut son 
beaupré, bridé de cordages. 

Ils s’avançaient d’un beau pas allègre et cadencé, les 
cavaliers droits en selle, le regard fixé sur les récifs, tot jaillis 
et tot disparus sous la houle, qui simulaient des manceuvres 
de défense-en se préparant à l’attaque. 

— Oh! ils sont beaux.ces voiliers, beaux, beaux a les 
embrasser | durantwune éternitéla. Et leur bravoure nous 
exalte ! 

Lesi Flammes' se trémoussaient, de plaisir, se 
pressaient-sur arête, au risque de tomber dans. l'abîme, et 
elles applaudissaient de leurs mains gouttelantes de sang. . 

— Oh! il faudrait courir là-bas LJe voudrais me 
vautrer sur le premier, et le lécher tout entier, celui-là, noir, 
et si raide en selle l... 

Tout à coup, le premier voilier se cabra, mais celui 
qui le suivait le poussa en avant d’un coupade beaupré. 
L'autre fit un effort terrible pour pirouettemimais il s’aplatit, 
le ventre empalé sur la pointe d’un rocher. 

Un grand tumulte de cris déchira les ténè bres qui 
s'étaient rabattues sur la fuite de l’éclair. 

Aussitôt après Mafarka sursauta de frayeur, ear il 
avait vu, de ses grands yeux braqués, un spec tacle 
inexplicable. Une ombre violette courait sur la plage, le long 
des flots écumants. C'était une femme. . . Elle avait un 
cortège de bêtes qui glissaient au ras du sol; et les bêtes 
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criaient, grinçaient. Mafarka se retourna. Non, non ! ce 
n'était pas là une hallucination. Les Flammes du bûcher 
avaient vu, comme lui, passer la femme étrange. 

Elles s’enrageaient toutes, gesticulant convul 
sivement, tordues par l’anxiété de l'attente. Ah ! maudites 
chevelures de fumée !... Avec rage elles les rejetaient en 
arrière, pour voir, pour voir dans l’abime obscur. Que se 
passait-il la-bas? Tendues en avant, les Flammes discutaient 
fié vreusement, suffoquées de dépit en voyant plus loin, sur 
Paréte des falaises, leurs sœurs sangui nolentes qui se 
penchaient aussi et quiMdevaientwsans doute distinguer 
quelque chose dans les profondeurs de ce golfe tragique. 

Mais lOuragan vint les rasséréner et les réjouir, en 
agitant son bras de lumière aveuglante. La femme et ses 
bétes avaient disparu. On voyait le premier voilier sombrer 
lentement,-les pattes en Pair; sous les deux autres qui lui 
grimpaient/ dessus inexplicablement, en le mordant et le 
piétinant avec rage: 

Cependant le- vent fumeux,bondissait partout, 
enragé de ne rien voir et de ne pas mordrëet de ne pas faire 
Pamout; le vent balayait à tour de bras, dans les golfes, dans 
les rades, les ames folles des naufragés, les tordait comme 
autant @aigles emprisonnés en des filets.de-fer. Puis il les 
levait très haut, en les faisant tournoyer au bout de ses 
poings tendus, à la manière des frondes, et les lançait à la 
tête de Mafarka. Et celui-ci sentait passer ces rafales 
chargées d’âmes criardes et forcenées. 

— Je vous envie, 6 vous; naufragés, matelots qui 
venez de rendre Pame dans le dernier ef fort!... Je vous 
envie, vous tous qui avez dis puté a coups de dents votre 
peau à la mort!... Quant à moi, je mourrai misérablement 
comme une femme en donnant le jour à mon enfant !... 
J’envie vos visages tordus, crispés, chiffonnés par la caresse 
luxurieuse de la mort ! Vos mains sont cramponnées aux 
bastingages comme les pinces des crabes aux rochers. Vos 
dents, vous les avez enfoncées dans les seins chauds et salés 
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de vos voiles... Et vous êtes morts comme des héros sur le 
champ de bataille. Magnifique hécatombe !... Cent, mille ! 
Dix mille! Qui peut dénombrer les victimes?... Voila bien la 
rançon offerte à l’Ouragan pour apaiser sa rage, 6 mon fils, 
et le prédisposer à la douceur pour toi l.. 

Brusquement, l’image de Gazourmah incendia son 
cerveau ! Etait-il sain et sauf et bien en sûreté sur ses pilotis 
fichés dans les interstices des roches ? N’allait-il pas obéir 
aux invitations des brises traitresses?... N’allait-il pas jaillir 
hors de sa matrice de roches avant le temps voulu, comme 
un misérable avorton2es 

Mafarkay mordu par angoisse, précipita sa course 
sur le sommet des falaises. Mais enfin il put reconnaître le 
profil des ailes puissantes, en se’ penchant sur Je bord du 
précipice, et la joie éclata.en mille ruisseaux de lave dans ses 
veines placées. Dans son galop dément, il enjambait comme 
un /gymnaste les grands büchers, dont les Flammes, se 
repliaient Pune suf’autre, en pleurant sur l’agonie des beaux 
tisons qu’elles couvraient d’une douce:charpie de fumée. 

Et Mafarka les narguait en dansant: 

— Ah L bah } Il ne'!faut pas pleurer‘... Car l'heure 
divine est proche qui arrétera la terre comme un cœur figé 
par la joie !... Ah ! dan sons ensemble !....Redressez-vous, 
Flammes, et donnez-moi la main ! Dansons une ronde, pour 
féter la naissance de Gazourmah ! 

Et cependant il debordait en des’ paroles 
incohérentes:: 

— Au ciel! Au ciel ! Plus-haut-! encore plus haut! 
Bondis, mon cceur!. .. Tu ne sais aje te lance très loin, de 
tout effort de ma voix, en gonflant mes poumons !... Ah ! 
ah ! toi, mon cœur bien-aimé, balle de caoutchouc, bondis et 
rebondis ! Amusons-nous ! Que faire, sinon jouer autour du 
berceau de mon fils?... J1 naîtra bientôt. . . bientôt |... O 
mon cœur, bon dis! Tu es las? Non |... Je te décroche et je te 
jette très haut, comme le Bédouin qui lance en plein ciel, 
Pun après Pautre, un fusil chargé et une caille vivante, puis, 
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rattrapant son arme, la décharge sur l’oiseau, qu'il ne 
manque jamais. 

Il sautait très haut et retombait accroupi. Puis, d’un 
coup de jarret, il s’élançait dans le feu, frap pait la braise de 
ses pieds joints pour rebondir plus loin … Et, tout en 
s’esclaffant, il criait aux brûlures, et se trémoussait comme 
un enfant : 

—Il faut bien que je rôtisse mon corps, pour les 
dents des hyènes et des chacals ! 

A ce dernier mot, il s’arréta net et demeura aux 
aguets, écoutant au _loinydes aboiements sinistres. Puis il 
secoua loin de lui un soupçon hostile, et debout devant le 
bûcher, il dit d’une voix lente- 

— Ah! qu'il est beau, der tourner comme un bœuf 
sur lay broche rigide d’une idée magnifique, parmi les 
langues lécheuses des Flammes !.. C’est au fond un exercice 
excellent pour la volonté que:de’subir sans crier une savante 
cuisson, avec le .seul soulagement, de quelques feuilles de 
romarin et.de sauge, et une tranche*de lard pour rafraîchir 
son front et étancher.sa sueur !... Après'un tel exercice, je 
serai vrai ment digne de donner mon âme à mon fils'!... Et 
ce qu’ils me remertcieront, les chacals d’avoir ainsiscuit à 
point ma charogne savoureuse | 

« O chacals!... 6 hyénes!... 6 dents adorées, 6 mufles 
porcins, renifleurs de pourritures, attendez donc! Voici 
pour vous mon corps coutu parle sang le plus riche! Vous 
vous battrez demain, sur mon ventte écartelédarquant vos 
dos velus de fange grise!... Je vois déjà surf moi vos petits 
yeux inquiets luire comme des cramchats, et j’entends vos 
voix catarrheuses de vieil lards haineux grincer comme des 
poulies sur des puits taris!... Attendez donc! » 

Et Mafarka s’élança comme un torrent vers la 
crique. Il courait par des sentiers retors et sournois entre les 
rochers. Ses jambes avaient des bonds invraisemblables, 
frappant le granit qui retentissait dans ses profondeurs 
musicales. 
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—Gazourmah ! Gazourmah ! Je viens à toi de tous 
les points du ciel, par mille chemins comme un sang riche et 
généreux s’élance par des veines innombrables vers le 
cœur... comme une inondation de lave se précipite hors des 
brèches d’un volcan.. 

Alors Mafarka vit se dresser devant lui le profil 
géant de la cage et les ailes de son fils, semblables aux 
piquants d’une fleur colossale, dont les vagues, comme 
d'étranges jardiniers nocturnes, travaillaient le terreau 
sinistre. 

Mais un flamboiement sübtil et velouté attira ses 
regards, et il le suivit en longeant les rochers: 

Quand il se trouva. sous Téchafaudage aux ver 
tèbres de funin, il reconnut Coloubbi, immobile et debout 
comme une fumée violette, au milieu de son troupeau tassé 
d’hyènes dormantes et ; repues: 

Aussitôt, pris d’unerrage sourde, il s’élança sur elle ; 
mais avec un léger, frémissement de feuille détachée, elle 
glissa sut-les roches et se mit hors-de sa portée. Alors, il 
Pinjuria : 

==" Atrière, sinistrelgardeuse d’hyènes!: -> Va ten 
loin d'ici, avec ton troupeau mangeur de sexes) pouttis!... Je 
ne te permettrai pas de voir mon fils |-I] esta-moi tout seul ! 
C’est moi qui ai façonné son corps. C’est moi qui l’engendre 
par le seul effort de ma volonté !... Et je ne tai pas appelée 
pour m’aider!. .. Je ne tai pas couchée sur le,dos pour 
pousser, avee des frottements de plaisir, dans tes ovaires, la 
semence divine l»; Elle est encore-la, dansamon cœur, dans 
mon cerveau ! Il faut que je sois seul pour donner le jour à 
mon fils!... Va-t’en! Je ne veux pas que tu salisses de tes yeux 
sa jeunesse impétueuse !... Va-t’en |... Couvre-toi la face. . . 
Et ne te déshabille pas! Cache-moi ta gorge |... Ta peau est si 
transparente, que je vois les deux serpents qui battent 
furieusement de la tête dans tes mamelles, comme en deux 
petits sacs de soiel... Ta rage? Ton dépit? Bientôt tu 
pleureras! Et que m’importent tes larmes qui ne sont pas le 
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sang de ton cœur tordu, mais simplement des larmes de 
végétaux en amour ?... 

Et sa voix rude se heurtait aux brusques rafales de 
terreur qui agitaient les vagues entas sées dans le golfe. On 
eût dit une immense caravane de chameaux bouillonnant 
dans un défilé de montagnes. Les croupes étaient si serrées 
que les chameliers, couleur d’écume, dégringolaient çà et là 
sous la poussée, parmi les arrachements gutturaux, les 
craquements des corps piétinés et le piaillement des volailles 
secouées dans leurs cages ! 

— O mer puante et tapageuse, encombrée de vie 
humaine, suant et criant le commerces et la ladrerie 
économique des hommes !... Mer écrasée par la vanité 
sournoise des navigateurs ! Je te souhaite d’être bientôt tarie 
par la glouton nerie de leurs yeux de marchands»! Je ne te 
livrerai pasmon fils, comme-une balle. de coton où un sac 
de farineyl#. Car il te marguera en volant à tire-d’aile, la 
bouche offerte auxétoiles |... Coloubbi était disparue là-bas, 
parmi la bous culade des vagues vociférantes et leur mouve 
mentide foire hérissée de bournous. 
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CHAPTER XII 
La naissance de Gazourmab, 
le Héros sans sommeil, 


Aussitôt, Mafarka, montant par une échelle de 
corde, atteignit le bord de la grande matrice de pierre sur 
laquelle reposait la cage de fer. Puis il grimpa entre les 
barreaux jusqu’à la hauteur de la tête de Gazourmah. 
Longtemps Mafarka resta ainsi aceroché par les bras aux 
anneaux d’un pilotis, contemplant avec unysou fire de joie 
surhumaineëla musculature.géanté de son fils, qui semblait 
dormir sous ses lourdes peaux de tigres. Les deux ajles 
seules, émer geaient largement déployées sur un treillis 
savant d’acier, de bambou et. de nerfs d’hippopotame. Leur 
tissu, qui avait au soleil unessplendeur orangée, apparaissait 
éteint et ocreux dans la pénombte. Brusquement, Mafarka 
s’étonna de-sentit une invincible angoisse qui lui picotait les 
mains, et, oublieux, de l’abime sur lequel il étai suspendu, il 
faillit les ouvrir pour toucheilson fils. Et il songeait : 

— Son visage est [rude, mais, ne va-t-il pas souffrir 
des gifles de la bourrasque ?... 

Il secoua cette frayeur perfide*en murmu rant: 

— Oh ! mon fils | patdonne-moi cette faitlesse 
indigne de toi!... Voici que je te délivre enfin de ton écorce, 
beau fruit déma volonté ! 

D'un geste violent, il arracha les peaux; de tigres, et 
un prodige s’opéra aussitôt. Des vents plus souples et plus 
adroits que les esclaves d’un banquet balayèrent sur la mer 
les ténèbres, mou lantes comme des écuelles vides, et 
chassèrent hors des portes de l’horizon les lourds nuages, 
titubants ivrognes. Alors la suavité exaltar.te et vaporeuse 
d’une musique persuasive caressa de ses doigts tremblants 
Patmosphère en extase... 

Mafarka l’écoutait, les bras ouverts, en regar dant 
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son fils. La lune, comme un rossignol au plumage nacré, 
sautillait sur les nues légères, en chantant avec des glouglous 
menus et des cas cades de plaintes bleues. Et sous elle, la 
mer, dans le grand golfe, semblait être formée d’une forêt 
immensurable, dont les arbres étaient tous également hauts. 

C'était un pavé fantastique, formé de bran ches qui 
frissonnaient aux furtives ceillades de la brise !... On le 
devinait plein d’oiseaux qui chantaient tous a la fois, 
rivalisant de légèreté et d’allégresse, et dont les pattes 
musicales couraient mélodieusement de haut en bas sur les 
gradins sonores du silence: 

— O mon fils | cria Mafarka, taes puissant et 
beaul... Je rends graces à mon Orgucil sacré, car ma main n’a 
pas été inférieure à sa tâche l'#Je-craignais de ne pas savoir 
donner à ton visage l’harmonie idéale! Et jai tant haleté 
d'angoisse -em te regardant dans les yeux, que j’ai fini par 
douter demon œuvre !..:9J’ai' pu, dessiner tes paupières 
largement fenduesy,ct ton nez droit aux narines larges et 
agiles, et tesi levies épaisses, insolentes, et la carrure de tes 
mâchôires !,J’ai su. construire enfin tes grandes ailes couleur 
d’ocre et de rouille qui pourraient abriter cent.guer riers l... 
Tu es sans doute plus beau que rien qui soit au monde, du 
moment que c’est toi, par la seule splendeur‘de ‘ton corps, 
c’est toi qui viens d’apaiser la furie de la mer et mettre en 
fuite cette tourbe de nuages sales et gluants |... Re garde la 
Lune, comme elle s’enivre à te contem pler, tandis qu’elle 
chante dans les frêles branches des nuages, de toute sa voix 
étincelante qui ruis selle en cascades argentées !... 

« Tu te nourriras de sserpents, parce qu'ils 
contiennent les ferments d’une vie très longuel... Tu te 
nourriras d’hydres d’eau, parce que leur chair a un étonnant 
pouvoir de se reproduire!... Gazourmah! te voilà 
invincible !.. Tu ne con naitras pas de blessures 
inguérissables et tu es a labri des embüches, car je tai 
épargné la sombre maladie du sommeil total!... Gazourmah! 
Ton intelligence n’a pas les circonvolutions simplifiées et 
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grossières qui enchevétrent les feuilles du chou et les 
cerveaux obtus!... Le sommeil ne pourra donc jamais 
s'emparer entièrement de toi. Il viendra fermer de ses doigts 
tremblants et veloutés la porte de ton esprit supérieur. Il se 
glissera dans ta tête d’un pas très doux, uniformément 
rythmé. Ses mains caressantes et lumineuses, qui résonnent 
comme des harpes, éteindront l’un après l’autre les feux de 
ta volonté clairvoyante... Mais il s’égarera brusquement dans 
le labyrinthe de ton crâne et, s’arrêtant essoufflé, trop faible 
pour se pousser plus loin, il se contentera de répandre son 
haleine isolatrice autour des foyets-de ta pen sée. Contre 
cette barrière invisible viendront se buter les voix, les 
lumières et les souvenirs !... C’est ainsi que le léger brouillard 
né des pre miéres lueurs du jour recouvre la plaine, cache les 
rayons du soleil levant et ouate les sonnailles des troupeaux. 

« es muscles nese’ détendront pas Tu ne 
tomberas pas comme les hommes, assis qui s’en dorment 
tout à coup.-]’al.consttuit tes mains pour qu’elles agissent 
automatiquement comme les mains=des singes bradipes et 
les pattes des-chiroptères, qui s’accrochent davantage.a la 
branche à mesure que le sommeil les envahit. Plus tu seras 
endormi et plus tu répondras par d’exacts coups d’aile aux 
sautes perfides du vent, 6 héros sans sommeil-!... 

« Tu connaîtras ainsi la nouvelle volupté que jai 
inventée pour toi, la volupté de pousser jus qu’au.spasme 
délicieux le plaisir de tous les membres de ton corps quand 
ils s’enlisent dans le sommeil. Tu pourras graduer à volonté 
ce plai sir par des, fatigues musculaires savamment dosées, et 
tu seras toujours défendu par ta conyscience, jour et nuit |... 

« Ta vie et ta force conquérante en seront 
redoubleées... Tu ne feras plus semblant de mou rir chaque 
soir, et ton corps, ignorant l’image et l’idée quotidienne de la 
mort, ne pourra plus vieillir! Au déclin du soleil, tu sentiras 
tes bras s’engourdir l’un après l’autre avec lenteur. Alors, tu 
appliqueras ta volonté à chacun de tes membres, 
successivement, pour qu'ils se pas sent l’un à l’autre la 
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conscience vigilante, comme les guerriers se passent une 
arme redoutable, quand ils s’endorment à tour de rôle. 

« J'ai si bien construit les couloirs de tes veines, que 
le sommeil se glissera sous les voûtes des muscles, partant 
de ton pied gauche pour gagner tes hanches, ta poitrine et ta 
tête. Aussitôt, des rêves bariolés la peupleront, mais le 
sommeil ne pourra s’asseoir sur ton front, haut plateau de ta 
vie. Il ne fera que passer, ce montreur d’images, ce conteur 
ambulant, ce diseur de bonne aventure, le Sommeil, cet aède 
aux pas de velours, ce rapsode joueur de benjoh. Il 
reviendra aussitôt, parle cdté droitide.ton corps, jusqu’à ton 
pied droit, où il.s’endormita vaincu jusquawlendemain... 

« Ohl! la joie de t'avoir enfanté ainsi, beau et pur de 
toutes les tares qui viennent de la vulve maléficiante et qui 
prédisposent à la décrépitude et. à la mortl... Quik tu es 
immortel, 6ymon fils, 6 héros sans sommeil! Pour que tu 
puisses fendre le souffle puissantsdu |simoun, ainsi qu’un 
esturgeon remonte, les: gtandsfleuves, j'ai ar rondi tes 
pectoraux comme deux boucliers emcuir d hippopotame., Ils 
résisteront ala poussée de tes poumons comme deux portes 
d’airain à-la ruée dune foul¢ révoltée! Et riemne pourra les 
entamer! Ton sternum vibrera à peine, tant il est solide, sous 
les coups de croupe et de mufle que les lions.de ton cœur lui 
donneront en se retournant entre tes côtes de fer... Méfie-toi 
pourtant des silences de la mer et de ses som meils 
léthargiques de crocodile béatement vautré dans lalboue des 
détroits... Car la mer se ré veillera brusquement à ton 
passage aérien, et.vlan! d’un coup de queue foudroyant, elle 
se ruera immense en plein ciel, les mâchoires ou vertes !.. 

« Pout que tu puisses te ravitailler en toi même sans 
donner la chasse aux poissons, j’ai construit ton ventre 
comme une coupole sur les larges greniers de tes entrailles 
aux couloirs nombreux et bien distribues. Et j'ai achevé 
mon ceuvre en enchainant tes vertébres en une souple 
colonne, pour que ta force coure véloce ment jusqu’à ton 
membre formidable et bronzé qui saura défoncer le duvet 
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humide et brûlant des vierges ! » 

Comme Mafarka eut dit ces mots, la verge cuivrée 
et boucanée de Gazourmah se raidit comme un glaive. Un 
flot de vie sembla courir des pieds à la tête le géant 
nouveau-né, en agi tant ses muscles, qui saillaient sous la 
peau rude. Ses yeux déchaînèrent un regard sauvage contre 
un point invisible là-bas, derrière les rochers. 

Mafarka, mordu par une étrange jalousie, se 
retourna. Dans la pénombre, entre deux écueils, il reconnut 
les grands yeux sombres de Coloubbi, luisant comme deux 
gemmes. Elle épiaitemsour"noisement léclosion de 
Gazourmah ! 

Alors le roi sentit bouillonner dans ses en trailles 
une colère insoutenable, et prenant une pierre il la lanca au 
visage, de lat femme. Elle se para avec souplesse, et 
s'abandonnant sur la vague comme sur, une escarpolette de 
lueurs argentées, elle s’emyalla, mageant sur le flanc et 
chantant'sa chanson ironique: 

— Oh lje te pardonne, Mafarka, de vouloir écraser 
ainsi sous les pierres larmère de ton fils!...C’est moni fils, tu 
le sais, du moment que son premier regard fut-pour moil.. Je 
fondais de plaisir sous la rude caresse de ses yeuxlm, l’est 
aussi mon amafit, et je me suis livrée a.tous ses’ caprices 
dans ce premier regard!... Tu vois :je jouis affreusement 
toute seule sous sa force de male, qui rêve déjà de me tuer 
en vidant ses veines dans les miennes!... 

Et Mafarka vit, avec l'horreur durn effroyable 
dégoût, Coloubbi,couchée sur le dos et la tête ren versée en 
arrière, les joues tirées, par le spasme sion ! sous la 
réverbération d’un incendie de pas Ses narines frémissaient 
toutes roses et sa poitrine haletait!... Elle avait les jambes ser 
rées Pune sur l’autre, dans un effort de contact voluptueux, 
et ses bras seuls nageaient, en repoussant loin d’elle les 
vagues trop lourdes du plaisir. 

Elle reprit d’une voix stridente, tour 4 tour amére et 
veloutée, comme un chant de tlûte dans une forêt : 
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— Oui ! j’ai savouré la joie divine dont mon ame 
s’assoiffait depuis toujours! Pai vu celui qui est à la fois 
mon amant et mon fils !... Son premier geste de vie, je Pai bu 
comme on boit à même le pis d’une vache, pour m’en 
rafraîchir l’âme éternellement... Je veux le soulager du poids 
de sa forcel... Je suis sa mère et sa maîtresse... C'est mon fils 
autant que le tien!... Mafarka! Mafarka! parle-moi de notre 
enfant! 

Mafarka rugit : 

— Tais-toi, bête gourmandel... Que veux-tu savoir? 
Et tu ne pourrais m'entendre, avec'tes_fines oreilles, pauvres 
coquillages qu’assourdit le terrible cri dela luxure ! Ton 
corps n’a que des bouches affaméesl... Si je t'offre une idée 
héroique; avoue-le, envie te prend de la sucer comme de la 
canne à sucre l... 

MaistColoubbi ne Pécoutait pas, et Mafarka se tut 
en la voyant nager entre lessroches, couchée sur le flanc et 
repoussant l’eau d’un langoureux.coup de pied. 

Dans Ja transparence élastique des vagues, elle 
dénouait gracieusement son corps, .brillanté.: de 
phosphorescences, et sa taille était bien la-tige.élancée d’une 
fleur : ce visage miracu leusement nuancé de lueuts, roses 
dans le feuillage éployé de sa chevelure..De très loin, sa 
voix, et son bras peut-être, effeuillaient ces mots : 

— Tu sais que mes yeux se prêtent à 1’idéal. Tu sais 
que ma caresse fait éclore la volupté dans le buisson des 
nerfs, comme le parfum fait éclore le souvenir, comme 
lombre nourrit le gout amer dela vengeance. Si tu me 
tues, je renaitrai, je renaitrai sans cesse dans le cœur de ton 
fils, comme un poison impur de terreur et d’amoutl... 

Ces paroles languissantes giflèrent brutalement 
Mafarka. Tout chavira autour de lui, et fermant les yeux il 
sentit ses pieds s’enlever au-dessus de sa téte, puis le sol 
s'effondrer et fuir sous lui, comme s'il eût fume du 
haschisch après avoir mangé. 

Quand il eut repris les rênes de sa volonté et de sa 
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conscience, ses yeux pleuraient malgré lui abondamment et 
ses entrailles frémissaient d’amertume exquise et de 
tendresse, car la joie et la douleur brülaient et glaçaient tour 
à tour ses veines. Immobile, ses bras las tombés le long de 
ses flancs, il contemplait son fils, qui se tendait en avant, les 
yeux rivés là-bas sur les écueils derrière lesquels la silhouette 
de Co loubbi venait de disparaitre. 

Mais les hurlements cahotés des hyénes le firent 
sursatiter. Ils semblaient venir du fond des Hypogées. Et 
c'était un criaillement acide et métallique, aux cadences] 
caverneuses comme s'il sortait d’unsouterrain. 

Les aboiements monotones agoravés de téné bres 
s’éteignaient parfois, en se liquéfiant dans le vacarme des 
échos noïrs, puis ils se gon flaient tragiquement, comme 
pour remplir la cavité des-galeries sonores Mais tout à coup 
un frais éclat de tire argentin les.apaisay et l’on nen tendit 
plus ‘qu’un joli déchirement desgorge féminine. Cétait 
encore Coloubbils, Mafarka em» reconnut la voix en 
frissonnant.Que faisait elle dans les*Elypogées, la gardeuse 
de chacals? 

Ilse répondit a lui-même par un bond.en avant, et il 
s’élança sur la piste insidieuse des abois, qui avaient»repris 
leurs saccades) lugu bres, La * colèreset ‘l’épouvante 
soulevaient ses jambes, qui s acharnaient précipitamment, si 
bien qu'il se trouva presque aussitôt sous les grandes voûtes 
fraîches. Un vent plaintif le poussait de couloir en couloir, 
quand tout a coup un hérissement.de cris l’afrêta brutale 
ment. Oh ! oui telles étaient bien-dans leswgale ries sacrées, 
les immondes bétes exaltées par la grisante odeur de la mort 
! Sans doute, elles s’entr’égorgeaient de rage, tout en 
s'efforçant d’entamer les couvercles des sarcophages. 

Il pensa que le bois dur avait dû sans doute céder à 
leurs efforts, et son cceur en larmes entrevit en une vision 
terrifiante et désespérée le doux visage marron de la momie 
maternelle lacéré par le mufle porcin d’une hyène. 

Oh! les pauvres bandelettes sacrées, avec leur rouille 
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de sel et de larmes, toutes dénouées sur le corps humble et 
soumis de sa mère !... La vision se précisa si violemment, 
qu’il ne put résister, et, malgré la faiblesse de ses jambes 
échappant à sa volonté, il s’élança dans les ténèbres, ramassa 
ses forces, tâtonnant, se cram ponnant, à quatre pattes, 
titubant comme un ivrogne, sentant à chaque moment sa 
tête lourde de douleur le culbuter en avant. 

Ses pieds se heurtèrent à un encombrement criard 
de toisons puantes... S’était-il égaré”. Car il piétinait dans 
une sinistre brousse de cystes, de lentisques et de palmiers 
nains... Mais son cœurl’empottaitstoujours, et une adresse 
surnaturelle le retenait dans les olissadesmterribles sur les 
fongosités sombres, chancelant parmi des tignasses vivantes 
de radicelles, nageant et ra mant dans les ténébres épaisses, 
pesantes et taci turnes. 

Il -palpa sans effroi des. crapauds monstrueux, 
couverts de pustules lumineuseswet, soudaine ment, des 
griffes lui déchirérent le visage. D’un bond, il se redressa, et 
tout en faisant tour noyer ses bras, isangla de grands coups 
de pied contre un raclement de mâchoires invi sibles. La 
colère rénovait ses forces ct, dins tinct, flaitant l’ombre, il 
s’élança contre le trou peau grinçant, des bêtes immondes, 
qui fuyaient machant la suie des ténèbres etmordant a belles 
dents dans les mollets friands de la vitesse. 

Un délire, une force inconnue empoigna tout à 
coup Mafarka et lui souleva la tête, pour l’arrèter net. 

Ses mains cherchaient machinalement partout, au 
hasard, sur les murailles et par terre. 

Il trouva, enfin, il trouvam] en était temps, car 
Pangoisse épuisait sa gorge... 

— Oh! que je puisse presser la douce momie de ma 
mére, bien fort, contre mon cceut ! 

La forme d’un sarcophage glissa doucement sur sa 
poitrine, et il la serra fortement dans ses poings. Puis, 
soulevant le poids vénérable sur sa téte, au bout des bras, il 
s’élanca en avant, en cherchant la lumière. 
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Là-bas, tout au fond des galeries, il aperçut un 
premier frisson clair. C’était une aube aigrelette qui souriait 
vaporeusement au loin. Roseurs timides de jeune fille qui 
prend son bain toute nue à l’abri des rochers, avec des 
sursauts d’ef froi et des regards furtifs parce qu’elle craint 
d’être surprise par des yeux indiscrets ! 

Aussitôt, Mafarka se sentit plus léger qu’une feuille 
sur le vent d’enthousiasme qui l’entraînait par les couloirs 
immenses hors des caveaux noirs. 

Quand il en sortit, quelques instants après, il 
marchait lentement, haussant la taille,ct la poi trine gonflée 

Un bonheur éclatant illuminait sa face, entre ses 
deux bras levés qui portaient. trés haut le sarcophage noir, 
comme on souléve une corbeille débordante de roses folles. 

Et il chantait : 

—-dangourama !.. . Langourama |... Viens vite voir 
mon fils |Il est beau, plus beau que Maga mal, et plus fort 
que lui ! Tu pleureras de joie |,Et tes larmes, désormais, 
rempliront ton cœur de fraîcheur, comme une gargoulette... 

« Obl. taie pas peur, petite mère, les vents ne 
pourront rien contre luil... Le ciel ne sera qu’un Jac tranquille 
sous ses pieds, malgré les courants traitres qui rampent sous 
les nuages, avec de longues cordes pour entraver le: vol des 
aigles. Gazourmah les mettra en fuite d’un seul de ses 
regards!... Le voila! Le voilal... Oh! ses ailes!... Ses grandes 
ailes!... » 

Et Mafarka descendit jusqu’au folatre scintille ment 
des flots, en balangant les palmes de sayvoix rêveuse et 
légère. 

Mais un soupir lenveloppa sournoisement, un 
soupir aussi vague, tendre et mélancolique que le souvenir 
d’un parfum d'autrefois parmi les puanteurs agressives de 
Paujourd’hui. 

C’était sa mère qui chuchotait plaintivement : 

— Berce-moi, 6 mon enfant, comme je t’ai bercé 
jadis !... 
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A ces mots, Mafarka sentit fléchir ses ge noux : 

— Oui, oui, 6 ma mère adorée, je te bercerai sans 
fin pour t’assoupir et je fermerai pour la seconde fois tes 
paupières avec de longs baisers ! Car voici : Pheure est 
venue! Oh ! ma mère! embrasse-moi sur le front comme 
jadis, quand tu venais t’asseoir entre le lit de mon frère et le 
mien !... Et tu retenais ton haleine pour ne pas nous réveiller 
lL.. Je suis tout petit, 6 ma mère, et jai peur comme un 
enfant, quand le vent du désert ouvre tout à coup la porte à 
a mort, dans les nuits orageuses ! Sois heureuse ! Oublie- 
moi! 

— Voici, Mafarka... Je tends ma bouche der rière le 
bois du sarcophage... Oui! Oui! je sens la chaleur de tes 
èvres l. a 

— Mère ! Mère-l-Je t'adore plus que ma jeu nesse ! 


—#Mafarka, embrasse .aŭssipourmoi ton fils, sur sa 
bouche !... N’oublie.pas ! 

Alors un cri de joie soulevarla.poitrine de Ma farka. 
Il boñdit vers son: fils comme le jet d'une fontaine, en 
chantant: 

— Gazourmali ! Gazourmah ! Voici près de, toi le 
visage sacré de ma meétel... Ma mère, ma mère est 1a, sur la 
plage, qui te contemple ! Voici la vertu de ton sang ! Voici la 
lorce pure qui équilibrera tes énergies quand tu voleras sur le 
ventre rebondissant de la mer ballerine, sans te blesser sur 
les poignards. rouges de ses seins, ni t’embartrasser dans sa 
chevelure d’algues, et sans tomber-dans-sasgorge rauque de 
courtisane. 

Mais il se hâta, en voyant glisser de roche en roche 
Pangoisse trépidante de Paurore. 

En grimpant jusqu’au sommet de la grande cage, il 
se sentait plus léger qwune bulle de savon, comme si un 
souffle invisible Pemportait au ciel. 

— O caressante haleine de ma mère ! Tu me 
pousses dans les bras de mon fils ! Tu m’ordonnes 
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d'anéantir mon corps en lui donnant la vie !... Je t’obéis! Je 
me hate !... 

Puis, s’asseyant sur le nœud de cordages ten dus qui 
attachaient les deux grandes ailes ocreuses, il parla pour la 
dernière fois à Gazourmah : 

— O monfils ! 6 mon maître !... J’aitout donné pour 
toi. C’est à force de jeunes, de sacrifices sanglants et de 
prières que j'ai préservé ma vo lonté de dépendre d’un 
breuvage, d’une couleur fascinante ou d’un parfum de 
femme. 

« Mes nerfs..flottants comme des rênes obscu 
rément dans la rafale, je les ai ressaisis. Pai battu mon âme et 
je Pai terrassée dans la poussière. Puis je Pai traînée par les 
cheveux.commeune voleuse, surtous les chemins sombres et 
désespérés, en des déserts effroyables,, sous les étoiles 
désolatrices:qui inspiraient le suicide. 

«Enfin, j'ai vu quenul'regret des choses per dues, 
nul désir des choses rêvées ne palpitait plus en elle. C’est 
alors que je-t’ai senti sourdre en monçcœur, ô mon fils'!... Je 
fai créé ainsi de toute la force demon désespòit car 
lintensité de Pénergie créattice se mesure à la grandeur du 
désespoir qui. lengendre. [Cest ainsi que ma volonté, se 
saisissant.ala fois de toute mon âme, la féconda et la délivra 
de son germe... 

« Souviens-toi de t'aimer toi-même par-dessus tout 
au monde. Garde à jamais ta splendeur, non pout les joies 
futures, mais, pour l’éclat savou reux du moment qui passe. 
Aime-toi profondé ment, au point de te donner à la mort 
pour te colorer d’une beauté plus intense, dans un seul 
geste. Aime-toi au point de te donner au premier spasme 
venu, pour tuer le passé a chaque instant et rendre inutile 
Pattente de Pavenir que tu dois surpasser. Fais en sorte que 
la réalité d’aujourd’hui soit plus belle que le rêve réalisable 
de demain... » 

Mafarka se tut. Qui donc le mordait 4 la nuque, 
avec des dents de lave aigué?... 
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Il se retourna. Très loin, là-bas, sur la ligne extrême 
de horizon, le Soleil, serpent de braise, larda l’espace blanc 
de sa langue venimeuse d’or... 

Alors, dans ’hémicycle des falaises grandioses, qui 
frémissaient sous l’envahissement de la caresse solaire, la 
frénésie des frénésies tenailla la gorge de Mafarka, qui cria 
par trois fois : 

— Gazourmah ! Gazourmah ! Gazourmah ! Voici 
mon ame |... Tends-moi tes lèvres et ouvre ta bouche à mon 
baiser!... 

Il sauta au cou-de"son fdsvetil.colla sa bouche sur la 
bouche sculptée: 

Le» formidable corps de Gazourmah sursauta 
aussitôt violemment et ses ailes puissantes se déclanchérent 
en brisant les parois de la cage... Gomme un cheval de 
guerre secoue les flèches accrochées à saïcroupe, comme un 
faux éclopé jette au loin ses. béquilles quand il sort de la 
ville....ainsi le plus beau des oiseaux de la terre se délivra des 
barreaux qui l’emprisonnaient, Maiswil ne put s'élancer en 
avant, car son "père se fenait suspendu à son cou, comme un 
lourd collier de tendresse. 

Enfin Mafarka détacha sa bouche de icellewde son 
fils; et il tiait de joie a voir les belles levres:de bois 's’amollir 
et frémir en se colorant d’un sang-Écarlate. Il sentait la 
poitrine de son fils se gonfler sous la 4 sienne, 
vigoureusement, comme la vague sous le ventre du nageur. 

— Oh ! mon fils encore un baiser pour que je me 
vide en toil... Ah! ne me repousse pas ainsi! Tu es donc 
fatigué de moi, comme d’un vêtement étriqué dont on se 
débarrasse pour plonger dans la merl... 

« Souviens-toi de mes conseils ! Mais oublie bien 
vite les traits de mon visage... Un jour vien dra, hélas! où tu 
tefforceras en vain d’évoquer la forme de mon corps, et 
mon geste préféré, et la couleur de mes yeux ! Et tu 
souffriras de ne m’avoir pas assez aimé et de n’avoir pas 
assez catessé mes joues!... Oh! ne pleure pas, alors! Ou du 
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moins étanche bien vite les larmes qui s’échapperont de tes 
paupières... Car tu dois con server ton intarissable gaîté ! 
Mais ta beauté m’outrage, m’écrase et m’aveuglel Tu me 
tues, ô mon enfant ! Tu me tues ! Et je meurs de jalousie 
pour toi l... » 

Une lacheté horrible serpentait dans ses en trailles. 
Pourquoi devait-il quitter son ceuvre bien aimée et la livrer 
ainsi à Pavenir ténébreux?... 

—Oh ! rester près de toi, mon enfant adoré, encore 
un instant!... Non! Non! 

Et tout à coupundésit demeurtre lui fit ouvrir ses 
mâchoires pousymordre dans les joues de Gazourmahl... 
Mais la volonté du père ne fléchitipas. Il resta immobile, 
suspendu par ses bras au cou de son fils, qu'il lavait d’un 
baiser torturant et suave, ou s’éternisait une tendresse sans 
bornes. Mais Gazourmah ne’ contenait plus son. cœur 
révolté, qui piaffait d’impatiencesdans sa vaste poitrine. 
Brusquement il balança sa tailleəde-ci de-là et rejeta au loin 
son père, comme un taureau furieuxse.délivre d’un joug. 

Mafarka tomba inerte sur la. foche, s’aplatissant 
comme.un linge mouillé: 

Alors les grandes ailes orangées tonnérent, comme 
les vantaux dun temple, dans le .grand-hémicycle des 
falaises. Gazourmah se précipita €n avant, entre les 
mâchoires éclatées de la cage. Ses: pieds véhéments foulèrent 
les bords feutrés de varech de: l'énorme matrice,de pierre; 
puis sa poitrine déchira brusquement la soie ondée et 
changeante de lamer. Un grand-esclatièment d’écume lui 
doucha le visage et d’un bond il s’en»vola dans l’espace. 

Partout au loin, dans le golfe ruisselant de reflets 
multicolores, comme un immense amphi théâtre peuplé à 
tous ses étages de spectateurs somptueux, les voiliers noirs 
crucifiés et pante lants sur la pointe des roches agonisaient à 
la merci des vagues somnolentes, qui leur mor daient 
machinalement les pieds. 
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Comme Gazourmah rasait le promontoire du Sud, 
il vit un brick massacré, la quille au ciel, qui ralait encore, 
sursautant et craquant, les pattes de devant prises dans ses 
entrailles comme un cerf éventré. Il tendait vers laurore les 
cornes menaçantes et inutiles de son beaupré, en secouant 
de ses flancs des naufragés ver datres et mordants comme 
des mouches que sa queue de cordages flottants ne 
parvenait plus à chasser. D’autres naufragés étaient 
suspendus aux bastingages et aux sabords par leurs bras 
convulsés et crispés pat la mort. 

Grands vols blancs"demmouettes plaintives tour 
billonnant en couronnes élastiques, sutfwles ber ceaux 
nonchalantsh que balance Ja. met, sombre nourrice aux 
langoureuses cantilènes |: 

A une saute de vent, les cadavres levèrent tous à la 
fois leurs -jambes et leurs bras. qui js) entre choquèrent 
violemment pour applaudir. 

Et ‘Gazourmah s’avangait parmi ces sinistres 
applaudissements, quand tout à coup. les Yents jongleurs 
aux yeux fous s élancèrent dans le tout.billonnement de 
leurs chevelures blondes, en grimpant avec. lagilité des 
singes jusqu au Zénith, de rayon en rayon, comme*sur de 
longs gradins jaunes. On les voyait secouer.de grands reflets 
multicolores! et les déployer, avec des cris de joie, en 
construisant un arc-en-ciel de triomphe. Et, très haut, ils se 
vautraient, se soulant de lumière, parmi le tintamarre des 
nuages d’argent. 

La merla turbulente mer, évoquait une royale 
bousculade de coupes et de vases ou le vin de l'aurore 
tuisselait joyeusement. Les Vents jon gleurs avaient sans 
doute apprivoisé le Soleil, fantastique serpent 4 sonnettes 
qui roulait ses lourds anneaux de braise sur les cristaux ful 
gurants des vagues ! 

D'une allure pompeuse et cadencée, le Soleil glissait 
parmi des flots de dentelles écumantes, et ses loves, roulant 
dans la transparence sonore de 1 atmosphère sur la mer 
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bleue, à linfini, arra chaient au métal vibrant de 1 eau une 
musique changeante dont les accords tour a tour soyeux, 
pressés, graves et somnolents, épuisaient les sens de délices 
et plongeaient famé dans un gouffre de bonheur. 

C’est alors que Gazourmah nargua Pastre per fide, 
en le sommant d’obéir : 

— O Soleil, je viens 4 toi, comme un maitre que 
empire du monde ne peut assouvir ! Je tor donne de me 
guider au bout de la mer, là où elle s’enfonce entre les îles 
des nuages et se perd comme un fleuve dans l’infinil... 

« Je veux te suivre dans tacourse, pour abor der aux 
continents de feu ot tu vas abreuver de flamme, ô Soleil, 
mon esclave! Je veux étan cher enfin ma soif immémoriale 
de force absolue et d immortalité l... Oh ! tu peux bien 
m’épargner ton sourire dédaigneux, care suis le.plus fort, 
celui) qui parviendra un jour 4.t’enchainer sur les hauts 
plateaux de l'Afrique 1.. En. attendant, Soleil, couibe ton 
front. devant moi, tei que j ai surptis au Moment où tu vidais 
de ses tichesses le coeur brisé de mon père !... Lache ces 
lingots !... A “genoux... Embrasse mes, pieds! Suffitl... 
Reléve-tot. Et maintenant, Soleil, enduis mon.corps de ton 
beurre-incandescent, et puis tu vulcaniseras mes membres 
de caoutchouc, pour les batailles célestes. 

« Quant à toi, 6 Mer, je te méprise, ô lourde Mer 
massive, avec les crans bleus de tes vagues métalliques où 
s’accrochent et s'arrêtent les vaisseaux comme,de lentes 
roues... Je veux bien m’amuser.à te voir trembler dans tous 
tes membres, quand la bourrasque-t’attrape de près et fond 
sur toi, serrée et massive d’une attaque acharnée et 
profonde. » 

Comme Gazourmah clamait ces mots, dans les 
brumes roses s'ouvrirent des espaces agiles d’azur aux 
contours vigoureusement définis, qui  changeaient 
élastiquement de forme, avec un long murmure très doux. 
C’étaient les Brises Narquoises qui sifflaient leurs chansons 
ironiques : 
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Les brises narquoises. — Oh! ta beauté... ta 
beauté nous enchante, Gazourmah... Tu es le plus beau des 
enfants de la terre !... Mais si fra gile!... Si tendrel... Oh! que 
tes bras sont courts!... Et tu voudrais nous prendre! Ah! 
ah!... Nous ne voulons pas de toi! Nous n’ai mons que le 
choc écrasant des beauprés... Ah! ah!... Nous te sifflons en 
chœur, beau Gazour mah!... Oh! n’aie pas peur: nous aurons 
pitié de toil... Ton corps est si juteux que nous mordrons 
dedans avec délices. Ce n’est pas de Pamour, mais de la faim 
qui nous pousse vers toil... Et tu épuises en vain tes forces 
pour nous embrasser.avee tes ailes|.Nous transfor mons 
nos corps à volonte, tour a tour déployées en éventails dans 
les grands horizons, et tour a tour glissant, telles des 
couleuvres glacées, sur ton dos’ qui ftémit, car nous ne 
sommes guère que souvenirs amets, téves angoissants et 
mélañ coliexs 

Les échos. — Meélancolie! JM dlancolie ! 

Gazourmah. — Voila» bien vos caquets mono 
tones, jolies betgéres. des vaguest». Je fais fi de, vos 
mélodieux persiflages; ct je ne veux pas m'attarder sur. vos 
corps frottés de fleurs... Vous m’ignorez peut-être, mais je 
vous connais depuis toujours! Que m’importe la beauté de 
votre che velure qui n’est qu’un long réve-bleu? Vous avez 
la tête légère, la taille élancée, presque pas de mamelles, mais 
vos hanches sont dodues et sensuclles et vos cuisses sont 
fortes... Sachez que les filets subtils de vos haleines ne modi 
fieront jamais les lignes de mes ailes, qui ont cinquante 
brasses de surface et dix brassesde hauteur. Je glisserai 
facilement sur vos hanches je cabriolerai sur votre ventre 
que je fluides ; sais élastique et compressible, et je m’assiérai 
sur vos genoux qui sont plus denses que vos seins 
vaporeux |... 

« Vos corps ressemblent aux corps mouvants des 
vagues que mon père Mafarka, navigateur entre tous les 
navigateurs, éventrait à coups d’ctrave. Je sais nager mieux 
que lui, je volerai donc aisément. Comme fait la main du 
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nageur, qui frappe la vague, sa maîtresse, s’appuie non 
chalamment sur elle et pousse ensuite son corps en avant... 
comme un amant fatigué se glisse hors de la couche de la 
femme assoupie, voilà comment je volerai l... 


Les brises narquoises. — Tu ne pourras jamais 
voler au ciel, 6 bel amant trop lourd ! 
Gazourmah. — Vous me jugez trop lourd... Ah! 


ah!... Vous désireriez peut-être me rouler à votre gré comme 
une plume légère ?.. Eh bien, non! C’est de force que je in 
ouvtirai un passage parmi vos hanches moelleuses et mon 
poids me permettra..deygarder "mon équilibre sous vos 
caresses rudoyantes!... Je m'appuierai sur vous sans crainte, 
car plus ma vitesse grandira, -plusi vous presserez vos corps 
sous mon ventre volant, dans 1 espoir de marrèter par une 
plus grande résistance. Votre foule voluptueuse.sera plus 
dense là oùsje serai passé, car’ mes brutales caresses yous 
refouleront en arrière en tourbillons. C’est ainsi que Peau 
monte eh |avant.du navire quila coupe !... Pour humer 
encoremon-odeur de mâle, vous vous précipiterez toutes 
dans Je vide que je laisserai derrière moten. fendant votre 
foule désitante: Je wvolerai ià contre-courant “dans le 
ruissellement de vos nudités, et ce seront vos bras | qui 
presseront mon corps et le feront giclei enavant. 


Les brises narquoises. —.Nous te culbute rons 
dans nos lits  orageux!... Nous te culbuterons pour 
t’embrasser partoutl... 

Gazourmah. — Je m'allongerai sur vous, pour 


mordre vos lèvres, les jambes complètement repliées en 
arrière et je vous dépucellerai toutes 6 Brises charmantes et 
narquoises, fougueuse ment, en traversant l’espacel... 

Et cependant un être vivant et nu s’avancait vers 
Gazourmah en nageant péniblement. Il sem blait meurtri et 
mourant. Les vagues arquaient le dos, comme des chattes 
mauvaises, sous leurs queues d écume, se disputant 4 coups 
de pattes ce pauvre rat blessé qu’elles laissaient trottiner un 
peu, vers un espoir de délivrance. 
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Mais comme cet être lamentable grimpait sur un 
rocher à fleur d’eau, Gazourmah tressaillit de joie cruelle en 
reconnaissant Coloubbi. Elle s’allongea au ras des vagues, 
dans un frou-frou gazeux d’écume, et couchée, les bras 
ouverts, elle appela à grands cris son implacable amant. 

— C’est de toi que j'attends la mort ! O mon fils, ô 
mon amant. Tue-moi, car je suis le seul témoin de ta 
naissance divine !... 

Un grand choc. Miaulement de vagues déchi rées de 
sanglots. Un lourd jet de sang s’écrasa en panache rose 
contre la poitrine de,Gazourmahwqui d un grand coup 
d'ailes s’enleva.en plein ciel. Si vite, quil entendit à peine, 
très loin, sous ses pieds, la voix mourante de Coloubbi râler 
ainsi : 

— Tu as broyé mon cœur sous tes.cdtes de 
bronze!... Gest la Terre que’ tū ds tuéé en me tuant! Tu 
entendras,bientét son premier soubre saut d’agonie. 

Un ‘craquement formidable lui répondit. C’était la 
première secousse souterraine qui se»propa geait de falaise 
en falaise, jusqu’aux deux grands promontoires de,‘Toum- 
Toum, monstrueux cro codiles, qui vibrèrent. trois grands 
coups de queue contre horizon blanc, dans un grand vol de 
squames scintillantes, sous le regard-impas~sible: du Soleil 
tronant sur la mer domptée. Et cependant, les gueules 
informes des Hypogées beuglèrent en soufflant une vapeur 
jaune, stti¢e de lueurs phosphorescentes, qui montait en 
colonnes globuleuses, empestant le grand ciel libre. 

— Pouahl cette odeur de-momiesficette puan teur 
de siècles morts me donnent la nausée! Montons plus haut! 

Et subitement soulevé de cent coudées, Ga 
zourmah s'abandonna languissamment sur ses grandes ailes 
orangées que la lumière du matin vernissait d’or. Il dominait 
cent lieues de côtes sinueuses. Ah ! les montagnes s’étaient 
donc réveillées de leur sommeil massif, bergers géants aux 
énormes épaules de granit luisant hors des haillons de 
verdure! Ils avaient dormi plus de six mille ans, péle-méle, à 


224 


tout-touche, dans un vaste écrasement de fatigue, à moitié 
submer gés par leurs troupeaux immenses de coteaux velus, 
de grottes aboyantes et de collines plus effrayées que des 
brebis. 

Les voilà soudain réveillés !... Les uns s’étirent 
péniblement, avec un écroulement de muscles et des 
roulements de biceps hérissés de broussailles ; d’autres 
bombent leur dos . pour se frotter aux nuages touffus de 
piquants d’or qui roulent comme des hérissons géants 
baayés par une avalanche. Mais ces bergers colosses sont 
trop pressés, et voila.que le plus»grand d’entre eux, une 
montagne à la pesante caboche de basalte, s’encolére tout à 
coup. Il veut sortir de la cohue et s’ayance a coups de 
coudes tonnmts. Dans sa rage tumultueuse, il défonce les 
fanes des montagnes voisines, qui bougonnent lugibre ment. 

Lunge d'elles offrit bravement,son sommet jaune, 
qui s’écrasa comme une-nèfle mute, sans bruit. Puis dans le 
débraillement dé sa végéta tion chiffonnée, elle céda par 
pans, en sage nouillant dans un abîmesimprovisé. 

Alors *Gazourmah, montant toujours, fut, sur. pris 
par -le -silence ;inexplicable qui l’enveloppait malgré la 
violence de la bataille tellurique gran dissant a ses pieds. 

Ea effet, à ce moment même, une-autre mon tagne 
rejeta en arrière sa belle cime rose cheve lue de forêts noires 
et ouvrit une bouche de volcan, d’où softit en 
tourbillonnant une haleine de cendre embrasée. 

— Quah! Ouah! Ouah!..: Je réveille dome la faim des 
montagnes! Jeéscracherais volon-tiers dans cette bouche 
nauséabonde dont les dents sont larges de vingt coudées |... 
Mais, vrai, la sueur fumante de ces croupes de granit me pue 
au nez!... Je veux monter plus haut, pour oublier la face de la 
terre et ses rides pro fondes !.. 

Et Gazourmah s'arrêta enfin à pic sur une ville 
tourmentée d’or qui semblait dormir sur un plateau : le seul 
qui fût encore immobile parmi le tournoiement, la 
bousculade et le va-et vient de cette épouvantable rixe de 
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montagnes. Mais le sommeil de la ville ne dura pas long 
temps. Un mouvement fébrile commençait déjà à agiter les 
tours étincelantes, qui semblaient tricoter les mailles 
pourpres des nuages. Brus quement, la ville tout entière 
glissa comme une couronne d’or ciselé sur un tapis sombre, 
en dévalant vers la plage où les rochers dan saient. Pour 
mieux contempler le spectacle grandiose, Gazourmah 
descendit pesamment, comme un plomb, cent coudées plus 
bas. Des fracas sourds et des cris déchirants parvinrent à ses 
oreilles. Tl voyait grandir sous ses pieds la ville, qui poussait 
vers la mer ses innombrables maisons, avec leurs terrasses 
hérissées de braset d'armes, tels des éléphants de guerre, les 
croupes harñachées des mosquéés et les minarets brandis 
comme des lances. 

Les invisibles Jégions souterraines s’élancérent 
aussitôt pour attaquer la ville en marche. Il y eut une longue 
pause sinisttement lavée parune averse de lumière blafarde, 
qui frappa de terreur le front de cette-armée étrange. Puis 
Gazour mah comprit que les forces*volcaniques donnaient 
Passaut. Onene yoyait que leurs manteaux.ae. poussière, qui 
se faufilaient entre les rangs des maisons guerrières, les 
prenant a bras.le corps ou par les pattes, et désargonnant les 
cavaliers. Elles s’écroulérent toutes, ’une.aprés l’&utre, ces 
maisons galopantes et belliqueuses, Pécume de la mer aux 
dents, naseaux et flancs ensan glantés, avec une large brèche 
dans le poitrail. 

Alors. Gazourmah s'éleva de nouveau pour 
contempler uneschaîne de monts-nouveausnés, tout bleus 
sous leurs mille cimes roses, droma daires caparaçonnés 
dune immense caravane qui brandit tout à coup ses 
cimeterres ensan glantés, puis s’effondra dans un grand 
claque ment de vapeurs rouges. Ce furent d’abord des 
drapeaux qui s’effilochérent peu a peu en char pie, trés loin 
sur l’agonie sursautante d’une montagne aux blessures 
triomphales. Enorme, celle-ci virevoltait, lançait le ventre en 
avant, la croupe en arrière, en suivant le rythme d’une danse 
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souterraine, d’autant plus terrifiante qu elle semblait évoluer 
en un silence absolu. 

Enfin la montagne se figea, morte, le front penché, 
en balançant au bout d’un muscle de verdure son cœur de 
granit noir, arraché. 

Alors Gazourmah s’envola à tire-d’aile sur la 
fascinante mer blanche, huileuse et calme. Et 1 comme il 
enjambait le promontoire du Sud, il vit se creuser au large 
un abime, immensurable trou dans la graisse luisante des 
eaux. 

L’atmosphére. était attentive; et sauf ce grand abime 
central, la surfacé de la mer était immobile: Gazourmah se 
retournait parfois pour admi. rer la poussée haineuse des 
montagnes lancées au galop, la flexion tremblante des 
valléesisous éventail convulsif des forêts déracinées, tandis 
que, tres haut, les cimes s’accouplaicnt élasti quement en 
poussant de longs sifflements.de lumière jaune. 

La mer, awJoin, haletait;de rage contenue sous les 
blocs de lave que le soleil fuyard luflançait, dans les pauses 
angoissées «de. sa déroute, par-dessusles nuages. qui 
croulaient sous la voixide Gazourmah, bélier sonore : 

— Arrière, Soleil, roi découronné dont j'ai détruit le 
royaumel... Je ne crains pas les ténèbres infinies!... Je ne suis 
pas un homme rampant qui s’efforce de pousser durant la 
nuit sa tête chétive de tortue hors de l’immense cara pace du 
firmament. Le firmament? J’en:suis le maitre! Mes grandes 
ailes peuvent donner cent battements à chaeune de mes 
respirations. Mon souffle courbe- les forêts, car mes 
poumons sont immenses et prédisposés aux atmosphères 
irres pirables qu’il me faudra traverser en plongeant dans le 
regard oblique et rouge de Mars ! Mais je dois conquérir 
auparavant la capitale de l'Empereur écarlate !.. 

Tout à coup, comme son vol changeait d’allure, une 
mélodie suave et étrange charma ses oreilles. 

Il comprit aussitôt qu’elle se dégageait de ses ailes, 
plus vives et sonores que deux harpes, et, ivre 
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enthousiasme, il samusa a moduler ces cadences 
harmonieuses, alanguissant tour à tour les vibrations et 
poussant toujours plus haut leurs retours exaltés. 

C’est ainsi que le grand espoir du monde, le grand 
rêve de la musique totale, se réalisait enfin dans le vol de 
Gazourmah... L’essor de tous les chants de la Terre 
s’achevait dans ses grands battements d’ailes inspirées |... 
Sublime espoir de la Poésie ! Désir de fluidité ! Nobles 
conseils des fumées et des flammesl... 

Et Gazourmah montait. La mélodie exaltante et 
suave de ses ailes i apprivoisé un vol de 
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The End. 
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